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Each one of the boys took his turn. 
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{ 


CHAPTER I 


/ 


FOUR LOYAL CHUMS / 


‘“‘THIs agony will soon be over, fellows, and 
that’s one good thing!”’ 

‘Whatever do you mean n by that, X- Bay Pye 
I’d like to know?”’ : 

‘‘Why, Ethan, you must remember that Phil 
promised to open up and explain on the 1 st night 
we were in camp—of course you hayen’t forgot- 
ten that Phil gave us his word, which always 
goes?”’ a 

‘‘Listen to him, Lub, owill you? All this while 
he’s been letting himself burn up with curiosity, 
just like an old woman!”’ 

‘‘That’s all right, Ethan, and mebbe X-Ray 
Tyson isn’t the only one in the bunch who’s won- 
dered why Phil Bradley coaxed us to come up 
here among the hills with him, at the beginning 
of our summer vacation. Huh! I’m in the same 
puddle myself!’’ 

‘Good for you, Honest Lub. If Ethan would 


be fair and square with us you’d find him in the 
: 13 
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same boat. I say this because I think there’s some- 
thing big and queer about Phil keeping it a secret 
so long.’’ 

‘Well, here we are in camp, all right; supper’s 
going to be ready before the sun sets. Phil has 
been away for an hour now, taking a look around 
the valley, and before a great while the wonderful 
mystery will be solved.”’ 

‘‘Yes, hold your horses a little longer, X-Ray, 
and you’ll hear something go off with a bang. 
These secrets of Phil’s always amount to more 
than a splash in the mud puddle. When he hits he 
strikes the line hard.’’ 

‘‘Oh, I’m game to the finish, Lub, make no mis- 
take about that. And while we’re waiting on Phil, 
watch me pull out another frisky black bass to 
match the ones I hooked before, and which you’ve 
cleaned for supper. There, how’s that, fellows?’’ 

The last speaker, who was the boy answering to 
the strange name of X-Ray Tyson, immediately 
lowered the tip of his lancewood rod when a mag- 
nificent bass jumped out of the water, trying to 
fall on the taut line so as to break the hold the 
hook had on his jaw. 

Evidently X-Ray knew many of the tricks of 
the expert angler, for he started to play his fish 
and tire him out before landing him. The others 
stood and watched the sport, for they all had more 
or less of the sportsman spirit in their blood, due 
partly to many camping trips in the past. 

While they are thus engaged it may be worth 
while to say a few words about the trio, as well 
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as the absent comrade whom they called ‘‘Phil.’? 
Of course those readers who have been fortunate 
enough to enjoy previous volumes in this series 
need no introduction to the campers, because in 
the quartette they recognize old friends whose 
stirring fortunes they have followed with interest 
in preceding stories. 

For the benefit of new acquaintances, therefore, 
it may be stated that these lads lived in the town 
of Brewster, which was far distant indeed from 
the spot where we now find them. 

The young fellow named Phil Bradley had long 
ago gathered the others around him, since their 
likes seemed to run pretty much in similar chan- 
nels. They had called themselves the ‘‘ Mountain 
Boys,’’ possibly because some of Ethan Allen’s 
ancestors may have been among the famous Green 
Mountain Boys who rendered such a good account 
of themselves during the Revolutionary War. 

Phil himself was an orphan. His father had 
left him a fortune, and he was under the charge of 
a guardian who allowed him to have his own way 
in almost everything, knowing that the boy was 
one in a thousand, and not apt to abuse this con- 
fidence. 

Lub had another name, which was Osmond Fen- 
wick. Early in life his comrades had fastened the 
title of ‘‘Lub’’ upon him on account of his ele- 
phantine ways, and it was likely to cling to him to 
manhood among his familiar friends. He was 
clumsy in many of his actions, as good hearted as 
- they make them, smart in his school studies, and 
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once in so often astonished his chums by some 
brilliant thought or act. Lub had a rich aunt who 
spoiled him so far as spending money was con- 
cerned. 

The folks of X-Ray Tyson were also quite well 
off. He was a clever boy who seemed to see 
through dense things so accurately that in a spirit 
of sport he had been dubbed ‘‘X-Ray;’’ and the 
fellows considered this name so appropriate that 
they had persisted in keeping it fastened to Ray- 
mond. He rather liked it, and seldom heard any 
other name mentioned when among his mates. 

That leaves only the fourth and last of the 
Mountain Boys to be formally introduced. Ethan 
Allen came of old Yankee stock. He was a pretty 
good fellow, though inclined to be a bit set in his 
ways, and also anxious to know the why and 
wherefore of everything that came to pass. He 
was also somewhat proud, though his folks just at 
present were not blessed with an abundance of this 
world’s goods, and could never afford to spend 
money on the boy the way his chums were treated. 

This fact had long ago been a disturbing factor 
among the four lads, and even threatened to dis- © 
rupt the combine in the start. Ethan declined to 
accompany them on their various trips because he 
could not afford to pay his way, and absolutely 
refused to let Phil stand the expense for him. 

In the end the others conjured up a clever scheme 
whereby Ethan might satisfy this sensitive soul of 
his, and rest easy under the belief that he could 
settle his share of expenses. This was the way it 
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was done, and mention is made of the fact again 
because from time to time Lub and X-Ray were 
apt to whisper among themselves concerning it, so 
that the reader would be mystified if not taken 
into the momentous secret. 

Phil encouraged Ethan to take to finding wild 
ginseng roots in the woods, drying the same, and 
shipping the product to a certain dealer in the city 
whom he had recommended as giving honest 
prices. In the winter-time Ethan did more or less 
trapping, and also shipped his carefully prepared 
pelts to the same generous dealer. 

He always received top-notch prices for every- 
thing he sent. Indeed, on several occasions he had 
even had a personal communication from the 
party congratulating him on the splendid way in 
which he prepared his roots; or else informing 
him that the last batch of skins from muskrats, 
raccoons, mink and the like had been away above 
par, something so fine that they were impelled to 
remit the highest price in the fur market. 

On one never-to-be-forgotten occasion Ethan 
had been thrilled when he learned that a certain 
fox skin which he himself had not thought so very 
much of, turned out to be a silver-black fox, and 
the check enclosed ran over the three hundred dol- 
lar mark. 

Of course the reader can read between the lines, 
and understand how Phil was really back of all 
this Aladdin work. He had an uncle in the city 
-. who, learning of the peculiar circumstances, read- 
_ ily agreed to hold up his end of the game. He 


18 PHIL BRADLEY’S WINNING WAY 


even had letter heads and envelopes printed as 
though his establishment were genuine. Poor de- 
luded Ethan would have been vastly surprised had 
he ever attempted to find that mythical fur em- 
porium, because Number 73 down in the Swamp 
region of the big city, in the leather and hide sec- 
tion, was really a drugstore where Uncle Simon 
had his mail delivered. 

But there is an old saying to the effect that 
‘‘where ignorance is bliss ’tis folly to be wise,’’ 
and certainly Ethan Allen was happy when labor- 
ing under the belief that he could always pay for 
his share of the expenses. 

Sometimes either Lub or X-Ray Tyson would 
chuckle when they heard the other boasting with 
regard to his cleverness in the line of a trapper 
or aroot-gatherer. At such times the other would 
give the offender a kick on the shin, and shoot a 
scowl his way in order to remind him that not for 
worlds must they arouse the suspicions of the con- 
tented Ethan. 

The four chums had within the last year or so 
been able to take several notable trips that would 
always stand out in their memories as well worth 
while. One of these had been to the Adirondacks; 
another to the shore of North Carolina, where 
Phil owned some property, and the chums en- 
joyed themselves at a cabin he called his ‘‘shoot- 
ing box,’’ situated on a point famous for its wild 
fowl gunning. 

Their last trip had been made in the beginning 
of the previous winter, and had taken them hun- 
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dreds of miles away, far up amidst the woods of 
the Saguenay River region in Canada.* Here they 
had met with a series of thrilling adventures that 
they never ceased to refer to when together. 
Since that time they had attended the high school 
of their native town until in due season vacation 
rolled around again; and now here they were once 
more afield, bent on carrying out some mysteri- 
ous scheme Phil Bradley had in view, as yet un- 
known to his three chums. 

When X-Ray Tyson finally landed the fighting 
bass he seemed to feel that it was time to quit 
fishing. 

‘*We’ve got all we can use for a meal,’’ he an- 
nounced, ‘‘and I’m no fish hog. Much as I love. 
to feel the quiver of my dandy rod when there’s 
a game kicker at the end of the line, I know when 
to call a halt. I might keep on, and throw all we 
didn’t want back again, but some of them swal- 
low the bait, and they’d be apt to die after being 
set free. Phil oube me long ago never to bast 
game fish that way.’ 

‘‘Them’s our sentiments also, X-Ray,’’ de- 
celared Lub, mimicing some character he had read 
about, who used that phrase frequently in his 
speech. 

‘“‘Ditto here,’’ added Ethan; ‘‘and if you sat 
down to count the many things along those lines 
we fellows have picked up from Phil, it’d take you 
a ae time to get to the end of the string. He’s a 


* <*Phil Bradley’ s Snowshoe Trail.’ 
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genuine sportsman to the tips of his fingers, and 
don’t you forget it.”’ 

‘¢Whom are you talking about?’’ asked a clear 
boyish voice, as Phil himself stepped into view, 
carrying his gun over his shoulder; for while they 
did not expect to shoot deer or any protected game 
while up in this wild section, there was always a 
chance that they might need firearms as a means 
of protection against wildcats, or other so-called 
<<vermin.’’ 

‘“Why,’’ replied Ethan, ‘‘I was just saying to 
X-Ray here that we were all built along the right 
lines for true sportsmen. He’s caught a mess of 
bass for supper, and declines to take another one, 
though never tired of the sport.’’ 

Phil Bradley looked at the fisherman and 
smiled, as though commending him for being able 
to restrain his zeal for the sport, when forty-nine 
boys out of fifty might have kept on, regardless of 
the fact that in order to gratify their desire for 
pleasure they were slaughtering game fish without 
reason. 

Phil was an athletic sort of a fellow, with a 
bright face and winning ways that seldom failed 
to draw everybody toward him. His voice, while 
strong, could assume a coaxing vein that proved 
irresistible. No wonder, then, that long ago he 
had been forced into becoming a leader among his 
comrades. Now and then you can meet a boy, yes, 
and a man too, who seems gifted beyond his fel- 
lows, and unconsciously fits into the niche of a 
leader of his kind. 
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Such a lad was Phil Bradley. Money had not. 
spoiled him a particle. He had a tender heart for 
all those in distress, yet a staunch heart in the 
bargain, that never faltered under the most for- 
midable obstacles. 

**How did you find the country up here, Phil?’’ 
asked Lub, as the other threw himself down to 
rest. 

*‘And,’’ added X-Ray Tyson, entreatingly, 
“*please don’t forget, Phil, what you promised to 
do when we were in our first camp up here. See, 
the fish are going on the fire right away, after 
Lub gets that last chap cleaned; and Ethan is even 
now ready to start in with the coffee. Is it near 
time, Phil? Do we deserve to have the lid lifted 
now, and see what you’ve been holding back all 
this while?’’ 

At that the other laughed out loud. 

*“Tt was a little cruel of me, X-Ray, I’ll own up, 
to put you to such a severe test, but I had my 
reasons for it, believe me. I’ve watched you fret- 
ting and fuming to yourself, and lots of times half 
expected you’d demand to know it all, or refuse | 
to go another step with me.”’ 

‘‘But I didn’t, Phil, you know I didn’t,’’ urged 
the other, eagerly. ‘‘I fought it down like every- 
thing, even if it was awful hard at times, because 
you see I’m built curious by Nature, and almost 
as much as Ethan here want to know why things 
are like they seem to be. But I won out, Phil, 
you’ll admit.’’ 

‘‘Yes, you certainly did, X-Ray, and I give you 
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a heap of credit for doing it, too. I said I’d tell 
my secret when we got to camp, didn’t I? Well, 
here we are, and since we’ve opened up the subject 
there’s no need of waiting for supper to be eaten 
before you know the main object of my coming up 
here so far away from home.”’ 

‘‘Tt wasn’t to fish and camp so much as some- 
thing else, eh, Phil?’’ demanded the impatient 
X-Ray Tyson. 

‘“‘That’s right. Listen, then, and I’ll explain in 
a jiffy, fellows,’’ remarked the leader of the 
Mountain Boys, as the others gathered around 
him; ‘‘I own a majority of shares in a prosperous 
mine up here known as the Whirlwind Mine. I’ve 
never spoken of it to you before, because there 
was no need; and in fact I didn’t know so much 
about it myself until rumors of trouble, and a pos- 
sible strike, drifted down to my guardian, who told 
me all about it. And I’ve come up here to learn 
first-hand what all the difficulty is about. That’s 
the size of the mysterious expedition, X-Ray.’’ 


CHAPTER II 
THE CANINE MESSENGER 


**Wuew! that sounds like we might have a big 
job on our hands before long!’’ exclaimed Lub, 
with an intake of breath that sounded like a sigh; 
for truth to tell the stout chum was not as prone 
to long for trouble as X-Ray for instance, and pos- 
sibly Ethan Allen also. 

*‘A strike among the miners, eh?’’ remarked 
X-Ray, with kindling eyes; ‘‘ well, now, the Moun- 
tain Boys have been through a good many little 
exciting events, but up to now none of us has ever 
run up against a real strike. I’ve always felt that 
I wanted to see at first hand what it was like.”’ 

‘‘Well,’’? Phil told him, gravely, ‘‘before we’re 
done with the matter you may be sorry you came. 
When men go out on strike, and they see others 
taking their places, it’s apt to make them ugly, 
and try to do all sorts of wicked things.’’ 

‘“‘But, Phil, what’s your mission up here?’’ 
asked Lub. 

“‘Yes,’’? added Ethan, ‘‘will you take the part 
of the manager of the Whirlwind Mine, or side 
with the strikers? If it’s mostly your property 

23 
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that’s at stake, seems to me you’re just bound to 
stand back of the head man here, and try to knock 
out the discontented miners who would destroy 
things unless they could run the mine to suit their 
own, ideas.’ 

Phil shook his head in the negative. He looked 
unusually serious for his age. 4 

FI’ m not saying a thing yet about it, boys,’’ he 
told them, slowly. ‘‘Before I make up my mind 
which side I’ll take I want to know the true in- 
ardness of things, and find out who’s to blame 
or the trouble.”’ 

‘But of course as soon as you arrive the man- 
ager will tell you his side of the story, Phil; and 
first news always has the right of way,’’ objected 
Ethan. 

“How do you know he will?’’ demanded Phil. 

‘*Why, surely he knows that the majority of 
shares in the mine belong to a young fellow named 
Phil Bradley, and that he lives in Brewster, too,”’ 
continued the other. 

‘What if he does; he’s never met me, and 
doesn’t know what I look like from Adam,”’ Phil 
declared, in a way that told of his plans being 
already made up. 

‘‘But—when we do arrivethe’ll soon learn that 
fact, won’t he?’? asked Lub, wonderingly. 

‘‘Not unless you spoil my little scheme,’’ he was 
instantly told by the leader. ; 

‘Go on and explain further, Phil,’ urged ee 


Ray Tyson, deeply interested, as was perfectly 
natural. 
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‘In the first place nobody must ever mention: 


the name of Brewster while we’re up here. If you: 


have to speak of our home town, call it Jonesboro.. 
And as for me, from now on I’m going to be 


Julian Prescott, which you all know is really my 


middle name, my mother being a Prescott. Get. 
that, do you, fellows?’’ 

“*Tt’s a jim-dandy plot, Phil!’’ cried X-Ray, en- 
thusiastically. 

“‘Couldn’t be beaten!’’ added Lub, equally well 
pleased with the scheme. 

‘‘Same here,’’ Ethan went on to say, for a 
wonder being miserly with his words, for 
as a rule the Yankee boy liked to hear himself 
talk. 

‘‘This manager is an old soldier, Major Leoni- 
das Stackpole by name,’’ continued Phil, at which 
X-Ray Tyson gave a chortle of glee. 

‘‘Wow! that sounds war-like!’’ he burst out 
with; ‘‘makes me think of the Greek hero Leoni- 
das and his three hundred deathless Spartans who 
held the pass at Thermopyle. Stackpole kind of 
Jets down on the rest of the name, though, and 
; akes it nearly human. Do you happen to know 
- ything about the man, Phil?”’ 
val ‘‘My guardian has been up here several times: 
to see into things, and he told me the manager was 
a regular martinet for duty, making the men toe 
te chalk line every time. I’m a little afraid he’s 
doing things, because men in these days 
put up with such old-time severity. That’s 
st why I want to see what’s going on up here 


Pn 
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: ‘vwithout anybody knowing I’ve got a cent of in- 
.” terest in the rich Whirlwind Mine.’’ 
- The other boys exchanged significant looks. 

‘‘There now,’’ said Lub, triumphantly, ‘‘didn’t 
I say Phil’s scheme, whatever it was, would turn 
out to be a bully sort of one? Just think of us 
poking around here where there’s a strike going 
on, picking up clues, and doing work that would 
make a Government Secret Service man turn green 
with envy.”’ 

‘‘Needn’t puff out that broad chest of yours so 
much like a pouter pigeon, Lub,’’ warned X-Ray; 
‘“because as yet we haven’t done a licking thing to 
warrant being so proud. Boasting is bad enough 
even after you’ve won out, but it’s a whole lot 
worse when you allow yourself to brag about what 
you just expect to accomplish.’’ 

So Lub, being duly reprimanded for his unwar- 
ranted enthusiasm, figuratively drew his head in 
like a tortoise, and for some -time was not heard 
from again. 

‘*Did you happen to see anything of the mine or 
the settlement while you were browsing around 
just now, Phil?’’ questioned Ethan. 

“*Yes, I found a rise where I could easily glimpse 
the shacks of the miners,’’ replied the other. 
**Most of them live there, though some others I 
understand have cabins scattered around within 
miles of the entrance to the mine.”’ hae 

‘I suppose of course your guardian didn’t ex- _ 
actly approve of your coming up here and investi- — 
gating?’’ speculated X-Ray. 
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“‘On the contrary, after I had explained my 
plans to him he favored the idea very much,’’ the 
Bradley boy asserted. ‘‘To be sure he begged me 
to be careful how I got the enmity of the miners, 
because some of them were said to be desperate 
eases, and especially the leader of the strikers, 
whose name is Burch.’’ 

“Say, it’s getting more and more interesting 
right along,’’ asserted X-Ray, his face fairly 
beaming with satisfaction; ‘‘of course there never 
was a strike but what you’d find a leader. He’s 
nearly always a great big brawny man, able to 
knock any fellow down who dares disagree with 
him.’’ 

‘“Well,’’ laughed Phil, ‘‘if you’ve settled that 
this Burch is that kind of a man you’ve got an- 
other guess coming. In fact, I was told he’s a 
small chap, and not so very strong of muscle 
either; but with a furious temper, and a way of 
jumping into the lead that makes men look up to 
him. My guardian met him, of course, and ad- 
mitted the man had his good points as well as bad 
ones. ”’ 

“‘T can already guess about how you’ll try and 
work your game, Phil,’’ said X-Ray, who was a » » 
shrewd fellow, ready to see through a wall th ‘ 
stood up blankly before the rest of them; whe 
the origin of his nickname. 

‘‘Then tell us the same,’’ demanded Ethan, who 
had evidently not been quite so adept at grasping 


~ half-concealed facts. 


‘‘Tt would be just like Phil’s way of playing 
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things,’’ continued X-Ray, ‘‘to get to know this 
Burch, and win his confidence without the man 
guessing who he was. In that way he’d find out a 
heap of things about the bitter state of feeling 
existing between the men and the boss at the mine, 
and be able to judge who was wrong.’’ 

‘‘Thank you, X-Ray, for that’s just exactly 
what I’m hoping for,’’ said Phil. ‘‘We’ll keep 
away from the settlement for the present until I 
get my bearings. The miners, if they run across 
us, will believe we’re only a parcel of town boys 
up here to camp and have a little fun. We must 
try and make friends with them the first chance 
we get, you understand.”’ 

‘““That’s all right, Phil,’? admitted Ethan; 
‘‘once we get on good terms with the strikers and 
the rest ought to be easy. But say, mebbe the 
stern old major won’t be knocked all in a heap 
when he finds out who you are and what you’ve 
dropped around to try and do.’’ 

‘I’m in great hopes I’ll find Major Stackpole 
a pretty decent sort of a man after all,’’ said the 
other; ‘‘in spite of the fact that he’s been going 
about things the wrong way up here to make the 
miners satisfied with their jobs. To tell you the 
truth, I expect to open his eyes to some things, 
and bring about a break in this wicked strike. ’’ 

“*Here’s the last fish ready, fellows!’ declared 
Lub, who had been industriously working while 
all this conversation took place; ‘‘shall I get the 
big pan on the fire, and try out some salt pork to 
fry them in?”’ 
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**Listen!’’ exclaimed X-Ray, who had remark- 
ably sharpeyes. ~ 

**What did you think you heard?’’ asked Ethan. 

‘Sounded like the bark of a fox, or a small 
dog. There, all of you must have caught it that 
time !’’ . 

**Yes, and there it comes again!’’ declared Phil. 
‘‘That dog is heading this way, for a fact. He 
must smell the smoke from our fire, and wants to 
see who we are.’’ 

**T can see him now, and sure-pop he’s coming 
on the run, like he thought he knew somebody 
here. Well, I call that sociable for a starter, when 
even their pet dogs up here want to make friends 
with us,’’ and X-Ray started to snap his fingers as 
he bent part way over, in the endeavor to let the 
approaching canine know they had no hostile in- 
tentions. 

Apparently the little animal never dreamed of 
looking upon them in that light, for he came rush- 
ing forward, and was soon jumping up at their 
hands and barking in the most familiar way. 

**You’re a jolly little beggar,’’ said X-Ray, 
quite pleased at the frisky way the small fox ter- 
rier acted, ‘‘and I bet something now you know a 
lot of smart tricks. Anyhow, you look like you 
could almost talk, doesn’t he, boys?”’ 

‘A clever little rascal, for a fact,’’? admitted 
Lub, although as a rule he did not have the same 
love for dogs that some of his chums betrayed; 
- “and he belongs to somebody at the mining settle- 
ment. Perhaps now he may be the property of 
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the boss himself. If De T’d consider this a good 
sign for our mission.’ 

The little dog continued to jump up and down i in 
the most excited fashion, and all the while he kept 
up that barking. Phil watched him curiously. He 
knew considerable about dogs, so that what might 
appear ordinary to Lub assumed quite a different 
aspect in his eyes. 

‘‘Here, whatever do you mean taking hold of 
my trousers that way?’’ demanded Lub, anxiously. 
‘*T may look like a soft thing, but I’m not good to 
eat, doggie, without cooking, anyhow. Let go, 
please. Try X-Ray, or Ethan there, if you want 
to see how strong the stuff in their khaki trousers 
is.. I didn’t think to fetch thread and a needle 
along with me, so it’d be hard lines if you tore 
my breeches. That’s a good dog, tackle a hard 
ease like X-Ray Tyson. Shake him, Towser!’’ 

‘*Why, look at the little chap actually trying to 
drag me away with him!’’ laughed the other; ‘‘he 
acts mighty queer, Phil, don’t you think? It 
couldn’t be that he’s gone mad, could it? Hold 
on there, and don’t tug so hard. You’re sure the 
funniest little trick dog I’ve seen this many a 
day!’’ 

‘*T wonder,”’ said Phil, slowly, ‘‘if he does want 
us to go with him?”’ 

‘*What, do you mean they’ve got him trained to 
meet strangers, and escort the same into the settle- 
ment?’’ gasped Lub. 

‘‘Well, hardly that,’? returned the other, 
thoughtfully; ‘*but for some reason or other the 
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dog acts as if he wanted us to go with him. Let 
me tell you they’re as smart and intelligent as 
they make dogs, these fox terriers. He knows 
what he wants, and he’s doing his level best to 
make us understand him. To try him out let’s all 
start off the way he came, and watch what he 
does.’’ 

** All right,’’ said X-Ray, and with that he as 
well as the other three began to move away. 

Immediately they did that the little terrier mani- 
fested the most exuberant delight, jumping up in 
the air, whirling around, and barking wildly in his 
high notes, while his whole demeanor expressed 
infinite satisfaction. 

“*You see,’’ remarked Phil, ‘‘there zs a reason. 
He wants us to go with him if ever actions spoke 
louder than words. Perhaps his master has been 
injured in the woods, and needs help. Boys, let’s 
two of us go with the dog and find out.”’ 


CHAPTER III 
QUEEN OF THE CAMP 


‘‘T’ru be getting supper started, fellows,’’ sug- 
gested Lub. 

.Perhaps it was because he wanted to assume 
some useful role that the fat boy spoke in this 
way; then again Lub must certainly have been 
pretty tired, after a long day’s tramp over the 
rough country, and the thought of starting out 
once more on some unknown ‘‘wild-goose chase’’ 
failed to appeal to him as strongly as it did to his 
more strenuous companions. 

‘* All right, we’ll probably be back shortly, Lub,”’ 
said X-Ray. 

**Stick to the camp, old fellow,’’ called out 
Ethan, thereby declaring that he expected to make 
one of the party of exploration, for he had picked 
up his gun ere starting off after the other two. 

The little terrier was frisking about in the most 
excited manner. If Phil stopped intentionally for 
a moment the small beast set out to take hold of 
his trouser-leg and pull furiously. Then he would 
desist, and look up with a world of mute entreaty 


in his brown eyes, after which he would bark and 
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run ahead, only to come back again to repeat his 
antics. 

‘*Well, if that isn’t talking I’d like to know 
what you’d call it!’’ declared Ethan Allen; ‘‘and 
Phil, I’m ready to say the same as you did, that 
he wants us to come with him because somebody 
he thinks a lot of is in a peck of trouble.’’ 

**T’ve heard of those St. Bernard dogs up in the 
_ Swiss Alps going out to rescue lost travelers,’’ 

ventured X-Ray, ‘‘but let me tell you this little 
critter has got them all beat to a frazzle when it 
comes to smartness. I wonder what’s happened 
to his master.”’ 

‘*A tree might have fallen down and crippled 
him,’’ suggested Ethan; ‘‘or mebbe now he cut 
himself real bad with his axe, and is bleeding half 
to death somewhere in the woods.”’ 

‘*But why didn’t the dog run toward the settle- 
ment for help if he’s so smart?’’ continued X-Ray, 
with a puzzled look. 

‘‘Tt may be he was on his way there,’’ explained 
Phil, ‘‘when he whiffed the smoke of our fire, and 
turned out of his direct course. He knew only 
human beings made fires, and he expected any- 
body would stand to help him in his distress.’’ 

‘‘Seems to me we’re not going in the way we 
came here?’’ suggested Ethan. 

‘*No, at right angles to our back trail,’’ replied 
the leader; ‘‘and I’ve located the mine settlement 
over yonder, so we’re not heading that way either. 
- But watch the dog, boys. It’s worth something to 
see him carry on that way. When we stop he 
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looks as if he’d lost his last friend. Then when 
we start off again he jumps and barks and frisks 
like a erazy thing.”’ 

‘‘He’s certainly a little dandy!’’ said X-Ray; 
‘¢and I’d like to own him more’n I could tell you. 
Never once does he act as if in doubt; he knows 
his way back, and is following his own scent, I do 
believe.’ 

For as much as ten minutes and more they con- 
tinued to fclloeibeicestecties acting little canine 
pilot. By that time they must have placed all of 
half a mile between themselves and their late 
camp, where Lub had been left alone to look after 
things. } ' 

‘‘We’re going quite a piece, boys,’’ remarked 
Ethan, with a touch of his Yankee shrewdness, as 
though to say that after all possibly they had 
been silly to let a frolicking little beast lure them 
‘ into the depths of the woods in this way. 

‘But the dog acts more wildly than ever if we 
stop for a few seconds,’’ observed Phil; ‘‘from 
which I’d hazard the guess that we must he get- 
ting pretty near the place he wants to lead us.”’ 

‘‘There, see what’s he’s doing, giving us the 
grand laugh, and running away while we hold the 
bag!’’ cried X-Ray, in a tone of utter disgust. 

**Hold on, not so fast,’? warned Phil. ‘‘Don’t 
you see he’s stopped over there? Listen to him 
bark now. As sure as anything, boys, I believe 
we’re come on what he wants us to see!”’ 

All of them started forward again impulsively. 
The fox terrier was indeed acting as though wild 
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with impatience for them to reach the spot where 
he stood carrying on in such a strange fashion. 
Suddenly he vanished from sight. 

*‘He jumped right down into a hole of some 
kind!’’ announced Ethan. 

*“Then what he wants us to see is down there, 
too!’’ declared Phil. 

Side by side they reached the place, and craned 
their necks to look eagerly down into the depths. 
As they did so eries of genuine pity burst from 
their lips. 

**Stay here and let me lift the poor little thing 
out!’’ commanded the leader, and the others were 
so accustomed to looking to Phil for orders that 
they never once thought of disputing his author- 
ity in the matter. 

Jumping carefully down into the pit, which was 
all of five feet deep, Phil lost no time in raising the 
diminutive figure of the child that lay there, ery- 

ing softly as though in pain. 
Then he lifted the little one so that those above 
could do the balance of the rescue act. 

‘“‘Don’t forget to help the bully bow-wow out 
too, Phil!’’ reminded X-Ray. 

There was really no need of this, however, for 
the agile little canine knew of a way to gain his 
footing on the level, showing that he must have 
been down in the hole before now with his small 
mistress. 

“It’s a girl, Phil!’’ said Ethan, as the other 
-eame crawling hastily out again, breathing a little 


harder than usual, but that was all. 
55 
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‘*Poor thing!’’ exclaimed X-Ray Tyson, ‘‘there’s 
blood on her face and hands, and I hope now she 
hasn’t been badly hurt. Talk to me about smart 
pups, that terrier has them all skinned a mile. He 
knew what he was doing, let me tell you, when he 
ran off for help.”’ 

The child, who appeared to be about three or 
four years old, had ceased moaning and whimper- 
ing now. Apparently the coming of the boys had 

given her new confidence that all would be well. 

Phil made a quick superficial examination, and 
then hastened to reassure his anxious chums. 

“‘T don’t believe it’s anything very serious 
after all,’’ he said, confidently. ‘‘So far as I can 
find out there are no bones broken; and while 
these cuts have bled some they’re not deep. Be- 
sides a few bruises there’s been no real harm 
done.’’ 

‘*What had we better do about it?’’ asked Ethan. 

‘*Carry her to our camp the first thing, and make 
her feel easy by washing this blood away and 
binding up her hurts,’’ Phil suggested; ‘after 
she’s gotten over her fright we can ask questions 
so as to learn who she is and where she lives.’’ 

“‘T think that’s our best plan, Phil,’? X-Ray 
hastened to agree. ‘‘And if it happens that she’s 
the child of one of the strikers, why here’s our 


chance to get in touch with the crowd. They . 


couldn’t look on us as enemies when they find out 


how we’ve taken care of the child.’ 
‘“‘But we’ll not help her for only that reason, 
you understand,’’ said Phil; ‘‘but because the 


m_ 4 
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poor little thing is suffering. Hello! where’s that 
smart dog gone to?’’ 

‘“Why, he was here only a minute ago, and act- 
ing as if fairly wanting to lick my shoes because 
of gratitude,’’ confessed Ethan; ‘‘but sure enough 
he’s gone now.’’ 

“*T saw him making off at top speed,’’ admit- 
ted X-Ray, ‘‘and he went over that way at right 
angles to our trail. I wonder what ails the little 
beast now, and what new dodge he’s got in that 
wise head of his.”’ : 

**T think I can give a guess,’’ Phil told them. 
**Seeing that his little mistress has been saved, 
the dog’s put for home at full speed. He means 
to get his master over this way as soon as he can 
* find him.”’ 

‘‘But if we take the girl to our camp, can the 
dog find us again?’’ asked Ethan. 

““That bright pup could find a lost needle in a 
haystack; there’s almost nothing he couldn’t do, 
take it from me!”’ cried the admiring X-Ray. 

‘tT think the same, and the sooner we get to 
camp the better,’’ suggested Phil. 

‘You must let us take a turn at carrying her,”’ 
argued Ethan. 

‘“‘That’s right,’’ added the third chum; ‘‘she’s 
no featherweight, for all she’s only a little girl. 
And half a mile or more over this rough ground 
is some distance to carry her. I’ll time you, Phil, 
and speak for the next try, remember.’’ 

_ Ethan grumbled a little about that, saying he 
had been the first to mention it; but Phil prom- 
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ised that each in turn should have a chance to 
assist. 

He talked pleasantly to the child as he walked 
on, and his manner soon filled her with confidence. 
She felt that he was a friend indeed, and the 
look of fear could no longer be seen in her dark 
eyes. 

Then in. due time each of the others had an 
opportunity to do a share of the ‘‘toting,’’ as 
Ethan called it. Presently they drew near the 
spot where the camp had been pitched. Smoke 
was seen ascending, and the appetizing odor of 
frying fish announced that Lub was going about 
’ his self-imposed duties, depending on his three 
chums to be back in time to partake of the feast 
provided. 

They had not bothered with any tent on this 
outing, for various reasons, one of which was that 
Phil believed they might be changing their loca- 
tion from time to time, and a tent is a heavy 
burden to carry around. It had been planned that 
should there arise any occasion when a shelter 
seemed necessary they could make a bough shanty, 
and by using their rubber ponchos provide against 
inclement weather. 

Lub looked hastily up on hearing the voices of 
his comrades. When he saw what sort of burden 
Ethan was carrying in his arms he seemed as 
though stricken dumb. Apparently Lub had been 
imagining that if the little dog led them to any 
one who was in distress it would prove to be some 
man who had been caught by a falling tree, or else 
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met with some accident while using gun or axe, 
but that it would turn out to be a child amazed 
him. 

“‘Oh! is she badly hurt?’’ he asked, in trem- 
bling tones, when he saw the blood marks on the 
little face. 

“We don’t believe it amounts to very much,”’ 
replied Phil; ‘‘but first of all let’s get some cold 
water from the creek, and wash her face and 
hands.’’ 

Every fellow wanted to help do this. Indeed, 
Phil had to remind Lub there were plenty of 
assistant nurses without him, and that his supper 
would burn unless he paid attention to it. 

‘‘The supper can go hang,’’ muttered Lub; and 
then thinking better of it, he deftly placed the big 
frying-pan so that the fish would not be burned 
to a cinder, and even changed the steaming coffee- 
pot to another location where the fire could not 
cause it to boil over, after which he persisted in 
hanging around to see what the effect of the cold 
water treatment turned out to have. 

All of the boys were rather pleased with the 
result of Phil’s manipulations, for as the wet 
towel removed the grime and blood it was seen 
that the pretty face of the little girl was not 
marred in the least, the cut that had been bleeding 
being really up amidst her hair. 

‘‘What’s your name, little girl?’’ asked Phil, 

pleasantly. 

She looked up confidingly at him, and actually 
smiled a little for the first time as she lisped, for 
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her lip being cut and swollen made her enuncia- 
tion poor. 

‘‘T’m Polly,’’ she said, ‘‘and Topsy, zat’s my 
doggie!”’ 

‘‘Oh! Topsy is her name, eh?’’ laughed Phil; 
‘‘well, anyhow, she’s as smart as the Topsy of 
‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ every day, eh, fellows?’’ 

‘*T should say so,’’ replied X-Ray, speaking for 
the rest, for their nods proved that they agreed 
with his words. 

**And where do you live when you’re at home, 
Polly?’ continued Phil. 

‘Oh! I’m mom’s and dad’s little girlie,’’ she 
lisped; and already her manner had quite cap- 
tured the four boys, who hung on her every word. 

‘‘But what is your father’s name?”’ pressed 
Phil. 

She looked at him in surprise, as though aston- 
ished at his lack of understanding. 

‘‘Why, don’t you know, it’s just dad,’’ she 
replied, at which X-Ray and Ethan burst into a 
laugh, while Phil himself smiled grimly. 

‘Do you know where your little dog has gone 
to, Polly?’’ he continued. 

““T ’spect he ran home; zat’s what I tells him, 
to get dad,’’ she explained. 

“What did I say, boys?’’ remarked Phil, tri- 
umphantly ; ‘‘all we have to do now is to just take 
care of this little girl, and wait for something to 
turn up. I still pin considerable faith on that 
smart Topsy. Unless I miss my guess, she’ll 
fetch Polly’s dad here in due time.’’ 
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**You bet she will!’’ echoed X-Ray Tyson vo- 
ciferously, ‘‘if she starts to pulling at his trousers 
like she did mine.’’ 

‘* And the chances are,’’ added Ethan, ‘‘he ought 
to know what she wants with him a whole lot bet- 
ter than we did.’’ 

‘*How about that supper?’’ demanded Lub, sud- 
denly realizing that he had been interrupted in the 
midst of his culinary operations by the arrival 
of his comrades bearing their wonderful ‘‘find.’’ 

‘““We’re ready just as soon as it is, Lub,’’ 
X-Ray told him, pretending to make out that he 
had very nearly caved away down in the region 
where his belt fastened. 

Phil added his entreaty to that of the others. 

‘‘We’re all pretty near famished, Lub,’’ he as- 
sured the chef; ‘‘and you’ve gone and stirred up 
such a nest of tempting smells around here so 
that we can’t hold out much more. How long a 
wait do we have to stand for?’’ 

‘‘Gimme ten minutes and I’ll be ready to dish 
things up for you,’’ replied the frying-pan ope- 
rator, briskly. 

“‘Do it in eight, or suffer the consequences!’’ 
threatened X-Ray, savagely; but Lub only threw 
one of his sweet smiles at him as he went on to 
say: 

‘Who's afraid of you? I know you’re only 
pretending when you talk like that; and besides, 
you can’t eat anybody, for all you’re so like the 
ogre in ‘Jack and the Bean Stalk,’ where he says, 
‘Fee fa fum, I smell the blood of an Englishman, 
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and I’m going to have him for my supper to- 
night.” You may frighten little boys with that 
look, X-Ray, but you don’t scare me for a single 
cent.”’ 

Nevertheless, in a scant eight minutes by the 
nickel watch which X-Ray made out to consult fre- 
quently with a great flourish, Lub called them to 
supper. 

“*Didn’t hurry a single bit, I tell you,’’ he said 
to the owner of the watch, when X-Ray told him 
he had cut off nearly three minutes from his 
original schedule. 

Polly sat down in the midst of her new-found 
friends, with whom she already seemed to have 
become quite familiar. They vied with one an- 
other in trying to make it comfortable for the 
little miss, Ethan fashioning a seat for her out 
of moss, X-Ray Tyson insisting on being her 
waiter, and Lub picking every minute bone out of 
the delicate flakes of fish before allowing her 
pannikin to be passed along. 

On his part Phil saw that she had some con- 
densed milk and water in her tin eup, not wishing 
to offer coffee to one so young. Polly, however, 
declared that she was used to having it at home, 
and so Phil had to pour a very little of the strong 
amber fluid in her milk, so as to ‘‘make believe’? 
and give it a faint mud color. 

They took their time eating supper. Besides 
the fried bass, they had potatoes baked in the red 
coals, some canned corn, bread and butter, sweet 
cakes that came in a waterproof cardboard box, 
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and then munched some meaty California prunes 
that did not need cooking to be extremely pal- 
atable. 

An hour had gone by since the return of the 
boys who had followed little Topsy into the depths 
of the thick woods. Phil was listening much of 
the time, in hopes of hearing some sound that 
would indicate the coming of the one whom the 
smart little dog had evidently gone in search of. 

Darkness had long since fallen, for night came 
on before they were more than half through sup- 
per. Another half hour crept past. Still there 
was no sign. However, no one need borrow 
trouble on that account. Even though the intel- 
ligent terrier failed to fetch Polly’s dad, when 
morning came they could proceed to the mining 
settlement, and readily learn to whom the child. 
belonged, returning her to the bereaved home. 

Once Phil had even gone to a little knoll which 
he had noticed not far distant, and which would 
afford him an excellent opportunity to look in 
every direction in hopes of discovering some mov- 
ing light, perhaps a lantern held by one who 
searched the woods for the lost child. 

After his return from this little peut he 
sat there by the fire, which by his orders was kept 
burning brightly, in the hope and expectation that 


- it might serve as a beacon to any one moving 


around. 

It was almost two hours when they distinetly 
heard the high-keyed barking of Topsy some- 
“where near by. Each repetition of the sound be- 
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came clearer, telling even Lub that the animal was 
approaching. 

Then a moving figure caught their eyes, toward 
which all of them stared. Nearer it came, until 
they could make out a man hurrying toward them. 

Phil, watching the child, saw her staring that 
way. He made no movement to stop Polly when 
the little one, scrambling to her feet, started 
toward the approaching figure, calling shrilly: 

‘‘Here I is, Dad; here’s your little Polly!’’ 

‘*It’s all right, fellows,’’ said Phil, when they 
saw a pair of arms sweep the child off her feet; 
‘*Polly’s found her dad, and our share of the job’s 
done!’’ 


CHAPTER IV 
THE IMPENDING PERIL 


Stanpine there alongside their camp-fire, the 
four chums watched all this with considerable in- 
terest. They were greatly pleased to know the 
lost child had found her father, and the mad 
antics of little Topsy made X-Ray wish more than 
ever he owned the intelligent animal. 

Presently the man, still carrying the child in 
his arms, came forward. Naturally the boys ob- 
served him closely, and indeed it was plain to be 
seen that Polly’s father could be no ordinary char- 
acter. 

He was not a large man, but filled to the finger- 
tips with vigor and fire. They could see the flash 
in his snapping black eyes, and notice that his 
every gesture had the element of command in 
it. 

Just then, however, he seemed to be most 
friendly. Evidently Polly in her baby way had 
been trying to give him to understand that these 
boys were not terrible kidnappers at all, as he 
- may at first have suspected, but good friends of 


_hers, all mentioned by name the best she could 
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pronounce them, who had done ‘‘heaps’’ for his 
little girl. 

Phil immediately stepped out to meet the on- 
coming man part way. He had his hand in front 
of him, and one of those irresistible smiles met 
the keen gaze of the miner, for such he was un- 
doubtedly. 

‘*Tf you’re Polly’s dad, you’re welcome to our 
camp,’’ Phil said, most heartily. ‘‘Lub, get the 
coffee-pot circulating again, and make a mess for 
our visitor, who must be tired and thirsty after 
his walk.’’ 

The man ‘grasped the outstretched hand. He 
squeezed it sturdily, all the while staring hard at 
Phil, as though he would read under the surface 
into his very soul. 

‘*What happened to my gal?’’ he asked, the first 
thing. ‘‘Whar did ye find Polly, for she says ye 
did? How comes it she’s bound up this way, like 
she’s been hurt?’’ 

‘*T falled down the hole, I told you, Dad,’’ burst 
out Polly, as though she expected the explanation 
ought to come from her; ‘‘and Topsy she brung 
’em, zat’s all.’’ 

“Yes, it was all. Topsy’s doing,’’ Phil went on 
to say, laughingly; ‘‘the dog burst in on us as 
we were starting to cook supper, and tried to pull 
us into the woods. She acted so queer that after 
a while we sized up her actions to mean some one 
she loved was in trouble. So some of us went 
with her to a place half a mile away. There we - 
found Polly down in a deep hole, and erying.”’ 
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**Oh! it hurted me, and I was ’fraid, zat’s why,”’ 
said the child, eagerly, as if she did not want her 
father to think her a coward. 

‘*We got her up and brought her to our camp,”’ 
continued Phil; ‘‘and then did the best we eould 
washing her face and hands. Her hurts are not 
serious, I’m glad to tell you. We bound them up, 
after putting some healing salve on the cuts and 
bruises. Then, when we found that the dog had 
run away, Polly told us she had sent him to fetch 
her dad; so we’ve been expecting you right along. 
Won’t you sit down?”’ 

The man did not hesitate long about accepting 
that kind invitation. Although he still looked a 
trifle suspiciously at the four husky young fellows, 
after learning how they had played the Good 
Samaritan act to his little girl he could hardly 
refuse to be friendly with them. 

Phil imagined he could give something of a 
guess as to why Polly’s father was in a haze con- 
sidering the meaning of their presence there at 
such a critical time, when the affairs of the big 
mine were in a turmoil. He feared that Major 
Stackpole had sent for help of some kind, either 
strike-breakers or guards to help that part of the 
force that had remained loyal to the management. 

It must be the object of the boys to disabuse his 

‘mind of such an idea at the very earliest oppor- 
tunity, Phil decided. 

_ Perhaps the boy had other suspicions which he 
_ wished to verify. If so he went about it directly, 
as his next move showed. . 
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‘‘We asked Polly what her father’s name was, 
meaning to try and find her home in the morn- 
ing,’’ Phil remarked, as though casually ; ‘“but she 
told us he hes Dad, and that was all we could get 
out of her.’ 

‘It is, too!’’ exclaimed the child, once more 
throwing her bandaged arms around the man’s 
swarthy neck and straining him to her convul- 
sively; ‘‘and I’se awful glad he’s got his little 
Polly ’gain.”’ 

‘‘My name’s Burch,’’ said the man, quietly. 

He was looking straight at Phil when he said 
this, but fortunately the boy, having already dis- 
counted this information, did not give a start as 
the other disclosed the fact that he was the ring- 
leader of the striking miners. 

‘You work up at the mine, I suppose?’’ Phil 
asked, thankful that the other had kept his gaze 
upon him instead of on Lub for instance, because 
the look of astonishment which flitted over the fat 
chum’s countenance must have immediately be- 
trayed the fact that they knew more or less about 
one Burch. 

*‘T did work there,’’ said the other, in a surly 
tone, ‘‘but it’s all up the flume now. The manager 
treated some of us like dogs, and there was a 
strike. Right now the most of the men are out, 
and gettin’ madder every hour because he tells ’em 
he never will arbitrate the differences like we 
want.’’ 

“A strike is always a serious thing, according 
to my way of thinking,’’ said the boy; “‘and I’ve 
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never believed anything else than that there are 
always two sides to every labor dispute, and that 
an umpire ought to settle every difference, after 
hearing both parties. In that way a compromise 
can be arranged, and everybody satisfied, if they 
mean to be reasonable, and meet the other half- 
way.”’ 

At hearing the boy say this the leader of the 
strikers allowed his dark face to light up with a 
ghost of a smile. 

‘*Well, if we had a boss like you in thar, lad,’’ 
he said, earnestly, ‘‘I guess the trouble’d be settled 
ina jiffy. But the manager is an old soldier, and 
likes to run things like this was a Prussian mili- 
tary camp. The men won’t stand for that. They 
object to bein’ treated like dogs, and ordered 
about. Thar’s a-goin’ to be a change of ways at 
Whirlwind Mine mighty soon, or else thar won’t 
be any mine!”’ 

Those significant words with which the man 
ended his remark gave Phil a thrill. He could 
read between them, and easily guess what was 
meant. When husky miners on strike find all other 
means fail they invariably fall back on the use of 
dynamite to further their ends, and bring sweet 
revenge. Accustomed to using the terrible com- 
pound in their work, they know its faculty for 
destruction. 

‘‘T imagine that you have considerable influence 
over the men at the mine, Burch,’’ Phil went on 
_ to say, craftily meaning to win the man’s confi- 

dence as far as possible, and then appeal to his 
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sense of fair play to delay the catastrophe until 
every other means for obtaining concessions had 
failed. 

‘‘T own up to ye, young feller, that they do look 
on me as a sorter ringleader,’’ the other admitted, 
frankly but not boastfully. ‘‘When men work in 
gangs this way they’ve just got to have a leader. 
It don’t profit me any, but it keeps the men 
hangin’ together, and that’s the only way they'll 
ever get an increase in pay.”’ 

‘Are you getting less than other miners re- 
ceive, then?’’ continued Phil. 

‘*P’r’aps not, but ye see thar’s a difference in 
mines,’’ came the answer, while the man shut his 
jaws firmly together as though resolved on his 
course, from which no line of argument could 
swing him. ‘‘ Accidents are numerous here, not 
because the boss doesn’t take all precautions, but 
the character of the mine causes it. Then our 
work is harder, so that in the end we don’t make 
as much money as other miners. We believe our 
demands are just, and sink or swim we’re ue ’ to 
stick it out.’’ 

Phil was already soaking in more or tes infor- 

‘mation. It was well to hear the men’s side before 
meeting the manager, and getting his version of 
the trouble; although even as early as this in the 
matter the boy believed he could guess where the 
hitch came in. 

Possibly Major Stackpole would have to give 
way to a more diplomatic manager, who could win 
the confidence of the workers. Friction is the 
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worst thing that can occur between miners and 
their boss. 

The man was again looking curiously at Phil. 
Perhaps the deep interest taken by the boy had 
again aroused his slumbering suspicions. Know- 
ing Major Stackpole as he did, Burch must believe 
that the manager would resort to some clever 
trick in order to import strike-breakers, or ad- 
ditional guards into the mine; and this was what 
he and his rebellious men meant to resist to the 
last extremity. 

**T’ve noticed that you look at me queerly every 
now and then, Burch. What is it you have on 
your mind?’’ he asked the other, frankly. 

The man started and looked guilty; then bracing 
himself he went on to say: 

“*Since you arsk me I'll tell ye. Strangers ain’t 
so common up thisaways that we sees ’em at every 
turn. I guess as how the boss means to get strike- 
breakers up here, or it may be more paid guards 
to shoot us men down if we make any demonstra- 
tion in force. I noticed ye had guns along, and it 
struck me as kinder suspicious like, though I ain’t 
a-sayin’ anything more, seein’ that ye done so 
handsomely by my gal.”’ 

Phil laughed cheerily. 

“‘Bureh,”’ he said without hesitation, ‘‘I give 
you my word of honor that we are neither strike- 
breakers nor yet hired guards come up to hold 
the mine against the violence of the strikers. Not 
one of my three chums here had ever heard men- 


tion of such a place as Whirlwind Mine until this 
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evening, when I told them a few things about it I 
happened to know. Depend on it, the last thought 
we’d ever have would be to stand up against hon- 
est men trying to get an increase in their wages. 
Why, I’d be more inclined to see this Major Stack- 
pole myself, and find out if some satisfactory ad- 
justment couldn’t be made that would settle the 
trouble.’’ 

Burch seemed to forget his suspicions; 
he laughed harshly, however, as if the propo- 
sition made by the pleasant-faced lad amused 
him. 

‘I’m thinkin’ ye’d meet with a pretty harsh re- 
ception, lad, from that stiff-necked manager,’’ he 
scoffed. ‘‘If he refuses to listen to me, represent- 
ing men who have worked for years in this mine, 
he’d have little use for a boy. If ye take my 
advice, ye’ll keep clear 0’ the boss. But I see ye 
know his name?’’ 

“*Yes, I’ve heard a little about Major Stack- 
pole and his military ways of running things, all 
very well in their place, but perhaps not what is 
needed in connection with a mine. But, Burch, I 
certainly hope that as the leader of the strikers, 
and with the responsibility of their actions on 
your shoulders, you’ll go slow in whatever you do. 
Hold out against extreme violence until every 
hope of a settlement has failed.’’ 

“It’s nigh got to that p’int already, I’m sorry 
to say, boy,’’ muttered the other, again looking 
ugly, as possibly he remembered some recent 
action on the part of the determined and fearless 
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manager that had stirred the community to a point 
approaching frenzy. 

**But you'll promise me to try and hold the men 
back a little longer, won’t you, Burch? That’s the 
only favor we ask for having helped your little 
Polly. Once the strikers get beyond your control, 
there will be blood shed, and after that no one 
can tell what will happen.’’ 

“I could give a good guess,’’? said Burch, 
grimly; ‘‘but already thar has been, as ye say, 
blood spilled. A few of the men stand by the 
boss, and they’ve struck up ag’inst some of the 
strikers who wanted to push into the mine to git 
tools they’d left thar. We got three men wounded, 
and we reckon as how a couple o’ the guards didn’t 
come out o’ the row whole.’’ 

**That’s bad,’’ remarked Phil, seriously, for he 
could not help feeling that as matters stood they 
were all standing on a powder magazine, where 
the first spark might cause a frightful explosion. 

“*It’d only take one fatal shot on the part of 
the mine guards to set the strikers crazy,’’ ad- 
mitted Burch. ‘‘I’m afraid I couldn’t hold ’em 
in any more than you could a team o’ wild hosses 
on the stampede. And they have got stacks 0’ 
the stuff handy, ye know, which is the worst part 
o’ the business.’’ 

Phil shuddered. He could easily imagine what 
lay back of those simple words uttered by the 
chief striker. Desperate men with dynamite in 
their possession were to be greatly feared. 

‘‘Promise me to hold them back as well as you 
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can, Burch,’’ persisted the boy; and though 
doubtless puzzled at the request, the man saw such 
earnestness in the frank and manly face of the 
speaker that he could not refuse, especially after 
knowing how much he was in debt to these young 
fellows. 

*‘T’ll do what I kin, boy,’’ he went on to say, 
“‘but ye needn’t be s’prised at anything happenin’. 
Things are in that bad a state one of the men 
might git out o’ my control, an’ do the wust. The 
boss has ’em riled somethin’ fierce.’’ 

‘‘Here’s your coffee, Burch, and thank you for 
promising even that much,’’ Phil continued, quiet- 
ly. ‘‘No matter what you say, I’ve a mind to try 
and meet this Major Stackpole, and try to con- 
vince him he ought to meet you halfway.’’ 

‘*But see here, son,’’ said the man suddenly, ‘‘if 
this delay is on’y for the purpose 0’ gittin’ strike ~ 
breakers up here, make up yer mind that the first 
batch we sees a-comin’ through the woods thar’s 
a-goin’ to be bad times for Whirlwind Mine.’’ 

**T don’t believe there will be any strike-break- 
ers imported,’’? Phil told him; ‘‘and you have 
force enough to hold them in check, even if they - 
do come, so as to influence them to join your 
union. Try and keep the peace just as long as 
possible. Something may happen to change things 
all around. You never can tell what’s going to ~ 
come about.’’ 

Burch seemed to be impressed more or less by 
the hopeful tone of Phil’s voice, though doubtless 


when he again found himself among the excited 
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strikers he would return to his old way of thinking 
violence must be the only method of meeting a 
defiance such as the mine manager had thrown 
down to the late workers. 

After finishing his coffee the man said he must 
be going. 

“‘The missus will be worryin’ about Polly,’’ he 
explained. ‘‘When I got home she was huntin’ 
for the child, and callin’ of her. Then came Topsy 
and I knowed thar was somethin’ wrong by the 
way she pulled at me, so I follered her all the way 
here. Introjuce me to yer friends, Julian Pres- 
cott; I wants to remember all the boys as had a 
hand in helpin’ my little Polly.”’ 

He squeezed the hand of X-Ray, Ethan and Lub 
as though he meant every word of what he said, 
then with a last smile and nod toward Phil he 
shouldered Polly, and with Topsy jumping and 
barking at his heels, left the glow of the camp-fire. 

The last the four chums saw of them Polly was 
waving her hand to them vigorously while the 
frisky terrier continued to send back shrill barks 
that had a friendly ring to their clamor. 


CHAPTER V 
LUB SETS A BAD EXAMPLE 


‘‘Now, what d’ye think of the luck of that?’’ 
exclaimed X-Ray Tyson, when they no longer saw 
their late guests; ‘‘to meet up with the strike 
leader the very first thing we get here beats the 
reord!’’ 

“‘Yes,’’ added Ethan, ‘‘and then remember that 
we owe a heap to Topsy for leading us through 
the woods to where little Polly was lying in that 
pit, 

“It’s all working out splendidly so far,’’ ad- 
mitted Phil; ‘‘if only some hitch doesn’t block the 
programme.’’ 

‘‘Did he mean dynamite when he talked of the 
stuff, Phil?’’ asked Lub, anxiously. 

**I suppose he meant that,’’ came the reply; 
“but let’s hope it doesn’t get to the point where 
any striker will think to make use of such a ter- 
rible agent of destruction. I think we made an 
impression on Burch. He may not be such an 
unreasonable man as we’ve heard. For one thing 
I can see he’s a born leader, and if Major Stack- 
pole has to vacate I’d be in favor of Hae: such 
a man in his place.’’ 

56 
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*“Whew! it would be a bold move, I should say!’’ 
declared Ethan. 

**T think Burch is honest, and that put in a 
position of trust he would try hard to be fair both 
to the men and to his employers. Such a manager 
is more likely to get good results than a stiff- 
necked military officer who doesn’t feel for those 
who work by the sweat of their brows.”’ 

‘‘T must say it’s all too big a thing for me to 
tackle,’’ wheezed Lub, shaking his head in a des- 
pondent fashion. 

‘“‘Then thank your lucky stars you’ve got Phil 
back of you to do the worrying,’’ he was told by 
X-Ray. 

They continued to sit there by the fire for an- 
other hour or more, talking things over. There 
were many points connected with the matter that 
aroused discussion, and both Ethan and X-Ray 
Tyson had clever things to suggest, which Phil 
seemed glad to hear, for he never believed he 
knew it all. 

Lub said less and less as time wore on. Truth 
to tell, he was getting very sleepy and wished the 
others would ‘‘shut up shop’’ so they could get 
settled for the balance of the night. 

There being no signs of any rain, the boys had 
made only a rude shelter. This consisted of a 

framework elevated a few feet from the ground, 

and composed of such branches as they could pick 
up handily. Upon this other things such as weeds 
and brush had been laid, the whole constituting a 
dew-proof covering. 
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Under this they laid their rubber ponchos to 
serve as a means for keeping any moisture there 
might be in the ground from contact with their 
bodies as they slept. 

They had come light on this trip, but each fel- 
low had managed to carry a single blanket along, 
not the heavy ones they usually used when out 
for a long stay with a tent and all the fixtures that 
go with a camp, but thick enough to keep them 
comfortable through a summer’s night in the open. 

Unable to stand it any longer, Lub finally de- 
clared he must break away from the society of 
his three chums. 

‘‘T’m so dead for sleep I just can’t keep my 
eyes open,’’ he told them as stretching and yawn- 
ing he scrambled to his feet and made for the 
bough shelter. 

‘Well, pick your place in there, Lub,’’ Phil 
advised him. 

‘‘And don’t let the fretting of the river here 
keep you awake,’’ added Ethan. 

*‘Huh! small danger of that disturbing my 
slumbers,’’ Lub told them; ‘‘it’ll sound like a 
lullaby in my ears. I like to hear the gurgle of a 
stream when I’m out in the open. It’s the sweet- 
est kind of music, and seems to be inviting me to 
come on in because the water’s fine.”’ 

‘Well, better leave your bath till morning, I 
should say,’’ said Ethan, while X-Ray laughed 
harshly at the very idea of the elephantine Lub 
disporting himself in the cool water of the reese 
at such a late hour of the night. 
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It is remarkable what a small thing sometimes 
fastens itself on the human mind, and brings 
about a vivid dream along the same lines. Every 
boy knows that this is so, because he has experi- 
enced it himself. 

Perhaps this chatter about taking a bath may 
have had its influence on the mind of Lub; no one 
ever knew the truth. A short time afterwards 
the other fellows also decided that it might be 
well for them to seek their blankets. At the time 
they crawled under the bough shelter Lub was ap- 
parently sound asleep, for his breathing was so 
loud and regular that X-Ray even threatened to 
arouse him, and compel him to turn over on his 
side, so as to stop making the atmosphere quiver, 
though Phil persuaded him not to do so. 

Later on Phil was suddenly aroused by a whoop 
and a splash that caused him to sit upright. Sev- 
eral other fellows must have also been through 
the same experience, for the voice of Ethan was 
instantly heard calling: . 

‘“What’s happened, Phil? Have they started to 
using the dynamite already?’’ 

‘‘Tisten to all that splashing, will you?’’ cried 
X-Ray. — 

‘‘Somebody’s in the river, seems like!’’ added 
Ethan. 

‘‘Where’s Lub?’’? demanded Phil, suddenly 
arousing to the fact that so far nothing had been 
heard from the fat chum. 

“Help! help! Whoop! I’m overboard! Come 
quick!’’ 
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These words reached their ears, coming from 
the river near by, and sounding half choked, as 
though water was partly strangling the one who 
shouted. 

‘‘Tt’s Lub!’ eried X-Ray, getting on his knees, 
and then plunging headlong from underneath the 
sheltering green roof. 

They rushed to the bank and had no difficulty in 
learning where the scene of disturbance lay, for 
the most dreadful splashing and spluttering could 
be heard a little way below where they stood. 

It was no time to try and figure out how Lub 
came to be in the water. Explanations must wait 
on his rescue. The river was deep in places, as 
X-Ray had discovered while fishing the previous 
afternoon. It also had a current that raced along 
at quite a fair speed above the rapids. 

‘Get below him!’’ shouted Phil, alive to the 
danger that might be hovering over the head of 
their beloved comrade. 

They dashed headlong through the bushes, 
while the shouts of Lub continued to sound as he 
buffeted the currant in a vain effort to make the 
shore. 

As soon as Phil found they were below the 
struggling form of the swimmer he immediately 
started out into the river. 

“Grip my hand, and form a chain, fellows!’’ 
was his sharp order, for Phil always knew just 
what was best to be done in an emergency. 

He called out to Lub to continue his strenuous 
efforts so as to keep them advised as to his pres- 
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ence, for the stars gave very little light, and the 
river was wrapped pretty much in gloom on ac- 
count of overhanging trees. 

Nearer came the floating and kicking boy, who, 
not being a champion swimmer on account of his 
bulk, could hardly do more than keep himself 
afloat. When the right instant came Phil gripped 
him tightly. 

**Pull in, Ethan; I’ve got him!”’ he called. 

So Lub-was brought to land, puffing, and eject- 
ing much water which he had managed to swal- 
low during the time he was immersed. When 
they stood there on the bank, X-Ray, unable to 
keep back his curiosity and indignation longer, 
burst out with: 

‘*You’re a nice fellow, I must say, Lub Fen- 
wick, taking your old bath at this silly hour of 
the night. Why, it’s all of two o’clock, I want 
you to know. You must by: erazy to think of 
swimming at such a time.’ 

‘Gosh! you don’t think I meant to go in, I 
hope!’’ gasped Lub, staggered by very thought of 
his chums believing such a strange thing. 

‘‘Do you mean to say it was an accident?’’ de- 
manded X-Ray. 

‘‘Cross my heart if I know the first thing about 
it,’’ replied the other. ‘‘First I c’n remember I 
was over my head witha splash. I let out a yell, 
and then swallowed nearly half the old river. If 
it’s a joke, and anybody threw me in because I 
-snored, I want to say right now it was a mean 
trick.’’ 
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Evidently Lub was suspicious, as any fellow 
might be upon finding himself suddenly and with- 
out warning immersed in the river, beside which 
he had lain down to sleep. 

“‘Don’t think that of us, Lub,’’ said Phil. ‘‘We 
were all sound asleep when that big splash and 
your whoop came. You went in of your own 
accord, that’s certain.’’ : 

‘‘You scare me, Phil, indeed you do,’’ whined 
Lub, almost pitifully. ‘‘Why, honest, Injune then, 
I must have been up to my old tricks, and walking 
in my sleep! Oh! what’s going to happen to me 
if that thing keeps up?”’ 

X-Ray gave a harsh laugh. 

*‘T e’n tell you, if you really want to know, 
Lub,’’ he said, sarcastically. ‘‘We’ve just got to 
take a rope and every night tie your legs together 
so you can’t walk. That’s the only cure I happen 
to think about right now.”’ 

**Yes, you will!’’? muttered the now shivering 
Lub; ‘‘the cure is worse than the disease, X-Ray. 
You'll have to hatch up some other kind of a 
scheme to keep me home nights.”’ 

‘“‘They say going to bed without any supper 
does the trick!’’ suggested Ethan wickedly. 

‘‘That’s a heap worse’n the other game,’’ re- 
torted Lub. 

‘“Well, let’s hurry back to camp right away, so 
Lub here, and the rest of us too, for that matter, 
can get on some dry clothes. We’ll have to dry 
out our pajamas tomorrow,’’ and with this sensi- 
ble advice Phil led the way. 
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Despite all his efforts, Lub was utterly unable 
to remember anything except as already given. 
The first he knew he was in the river, and trying 
to keep his head above water. 

**It was an accident, boys, believe me,’’ he sol- 
emnly assured them, evidently under the belief 
that X-Ray still entertained suspicions, ‘‘and I’ll 
always remember you in my prayers, because I 
guess you must have saved my life. I was being 
carried along with the swift current, and try as 
hard as I might I couldn’t seem to get any closer 
to the bank. Oh! I was some scared, I tell you.’’ 

**T don’t think it was as bad as all that, Lub,’’ 
Phil assured him; ‘‘in another minute or so you’d 
have struck shallow ground where the rapids be- 
gin, and there you might have managed to get 
ashore. But let’s forget it now, and try to get 
some sleep.”’ 

They had warmed up beside the revived fire, 
and donned some of their day clothes before turn- 
ing in again. Every one noticed how particular ~ 
Lub was this time to select a position im the 
middle, where he could not very well crawl out 
from under the green shelter without arousing 
one of his comrades. 

‘“‘We’ll flank you, all right, Lub,’’ Ethan had 
assured him, ‘‘and if you so much as try to get 
out of here expect to be dragged back by the hair 

of your head.’’ 

‘‘Once bit, twice shy, stands for me,’’ the cul- 
prit told him; ‘‘I can’t afford to get any more of 

- my precious garments soaked just now. Besides, 
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I’m not so fond of taking my bath at two in the 
morning, even if you pretend to think I did it on © 
purpose. That’s all I’ve got to say.”’ 

Before long peace hovered over the brush shel- 
ter again, broken only by the regular breathing 
of the sleepers. 

Tf the little woods’ folks were curious enough 
about these human intruders in their haunts to 
creep up close, so as to investigate, no one knew 
it, for the balance of the night passed without any 
further alarm. 

So dawn found them. 

The boys were early risers, when in camp at 
any rate, no matter what their habits might be at 
home. That bracing air just before sunrise was 
too fine not to be taken advantage of. 

‘‘How’s this?’’ remarked Phil, with a humor- 
ous look, ‘‘nobody seems to want to indulge in the 
regular morning dip? What’s wrong, fellows?’’ 

‘‘Oh! we took ours earlier than usual today,’’ 
replied Ethan, pointing to the row of pajamas set 
out on bushes to dry as soon as the warm sun 
got up. 

‘*It’s a bad habit Lub’s started among us,’’ 
added X-Ray, ‘‘and there’s no telling to what 
serious results it may lead.’’ 

*“Well, you know we were talking of taking a 
dip just before I turned in,’’ explained the fat 
chum; ‘‘and I guess that’s what got it in my 
head.’’ 

“‘In that case we’ll have to be careful what we 
allow you to say before retiring,’’ Ethan told him, 
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with a warning finger shaken in his face; ‘‘if the 
subject happened to be along the lines of suffoca- 
tion, the chances are you’d try to sit on us while 
we slept innocently, and squash every atom of 
breath from our poor bodies.”’ 

Lub, being accustomed to this style of ‘‘josh- 
ing,’’ did not take any offense, but grinned af- 
fably, as though he considered it pretty much in 
the nature of a joke. It had seemed anything but 
that, however, he frankly admitted, when he awoke 
to find himself struggling in the cold water of 
the little river called by X-Ray and Ethan a ‘‘mere 
ereek.’’ 

While they got breakfast the boys discussed 
their plans for the immediate future. It was 
Phil’s wish to get in touch with Major Stackpole 
and the few loyal defenders of the imperiled mine. 
Before trying to bridge the chasm that seemed 
to separate manager and workers, Phil wanted to 
hear both sides; that was only just and right to 
the undaunted man who had handled the affairs . 
of the company more or less successfully for a 
long time in the past. 

‘‘We’ll start out and see if there’s any way to 
get an interview with the Major,’’ Phil explained. 
‘‘Without knowing who I am, he may open up 
and tell certain things that he might hardly want 
- the stockholders of the company to hear. But no 
matter what comes of it, I mean to see the man- 
ager face to face sooner or later, even if I have to 
be hauled before him as a desperate strike- 
breaker.’’ 
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His chums looked admiringly at him when he 
said that. 

‘‘T sure believe you’d be equal to doing the same, 
Phil!’’ declared X-Ray. 

‘¢ And it would be a bully thing to stun the man- 
ager at the last minute by proving to him who 
you were, and telling him to pack his duds, because 
this Whirlwind Mine was going to be run after 
this in the interests of both company and men.’’ 

‘“Hold on, and go slow about talking that way,’’ 
the other warned Ethan; ‘‘until we know more 
about the way things are going on about here it 
wouldn’t be fair to bring in a verdict against the 
manager. He may be wholly in the right, and 
the men demanding things they know must be be- 
yond all reason. So let’s say as little as we can 
until we get on a warmer scent.’’ ; 

With that they sat down to breakfast, planning 
to start off soon after the clothes were dried. 


CHAPTER VI 
THE HOLD-UP 


Ir was settled while they ate breakfast that they 
should stay there until they found their pajamas 
had been thoroughly dried. To assist in this ope- 
ration, Ethan placed them as close to the roaring 
fire as he could with safety. 

*‘They’ll be all hunky about the time we’re 
through eating,’’ he remarked, as he once more 
took his place with the rest. 

‘They certainly ought to be by the time some 
_ people get through,’’ said X-Ray, of course look- 
ing out of the tail of his eye at Lub, whose appe- 
tite seemed to be of unusual dimensions on this 
particular morning. 

‘Oh! don’t bother about me, boys,’’ observed 
that worthy, unconcernedly; ‘‘I suppose there’s a 
reason why I should have a little extra time allow- 
ance on this occasion. They say a bath makes you 
have an edge on your appetite, and when you take 
the dip at two in the morning it stands to reason 
you’d feel some hungry at six.”’ 

Lub was never ashamed of his capacity for 
_ stowing food away. He always claimed, though, 
that he took longer at his meals than Kthan and 
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X-Ray, but that if the race were to the swift they 
would have him ‘‘beat a mile.’’ 

Later on the packing was commenced. Since 
they had brought so small an amount of duffel 
with them on this occasion, it did not take long 
to make up their packs, and secure the same over 
their shoulders. 

Ethan and Phil carried their shotguns, while 
the other boys had managed to find stout sticks 
that they could use as a means of help over rough 
places. The Alpine staves would also come in 
very handy in case they happened to be beset by 
dogs. 

Although he said nothing about it to his three 
mates, Phil had heard certain sounds during the 
latter part of the night that gave him considerable 
uneasiness. These seemed to be gunshots from 
some place far distant. He had been unable to 
positively decide whether the faint sounds came 
from the direction of the mining settlement or not, 
but he feared the worst. 

One thing he felt sure of, and this was the fact 
that the shots were isolated, and that no shouting 
accompanied them, as must have been the case 
were the strikers trying to break their way through 
the barricade the defenders of the mine had 
thrown up. 

On this account Phil kept hoping the worst had 
not come. He tried to convince himself that those 
distant shots may have been fired in the nature of 
signals intended to convey certain information to 
those a long ways off. 
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In coming up here to try and find out what the 
real cause of the trouble in the mine might be, 
Phil Bradley was taking considerable risk. When 
men’s passions have been fully aroused so that 
they care nothing for law or humanity it is danger- 
ous for any one to try and play the part of peace- 
maker. The chances are both sides may turn upon 
such a bearer of the white flag and rend him. 

‘‘Guess we’re all ready now, eh, Phil?’’ ven- 
tured Lub, as he hunched his pack a little so as to 
get it more squarely on his broad back. 

Taking one last look around, so as to make sure 
everything was right, the leader of the Mountain 
Boys nodded his head. 

**You’re sure the last spark of the fire has been 
wet down, are you, Ethan?’’ he asked; ‘‘because 
we wouldn’t be guilty of ever leaving red brands 
behind us. I’ve known of more than one time 
when a wind came up, scattered the same into the 
dead leaves behind ee and in the brush, to start 
a nasty forest fire.’ 

“Oh! we’ve all learned that lesson in wood- 
craft, Phil,’’ remarked X-Ray, ‘‘and even Lub 
here wouldn’t be guilty of forgetting such a com- 
mon rule. No danger of any bad job like that 
after Ethan doused the ashes with water. He 
does everything in a thorough way when he takes 
a hand.’’ 

‘‘Thanks, X-Ray,’’ chuckled the pleased Ethan, 
‘Cand I can say the same of you every time. So 
let’s get a move on us, boys.”’ 

“Good-bye, little camp!’’ called out Lub, waving 
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a plump hand backward; ‘‘we won’t forget you in 
a hurry, I reckon.’’ 

‘‘Yes,’? X-Ray hastened to add, ‘‘lots of other 
camps we can look back to with considerable pleas- 
ure, but never one that witnessed such a remark- 
able scene as this did at two in the morning, with 
only the stars looking down on us. Every time I 
happen to wake up in the night and hear a sound, 
T’ll likely enough think of you, Lub, in your great 
swimming act.’’ 

Phil had mapped out his pe as well as he 
was able without having been over it before. He 
wanted to get in touch with the defenders of the 
mine in some way or other, though how it might 
be accomplished was as yet a puzzle. 

‘‘Strikes me we forgot to ask that Burch just 
where he lives,’’ suggested Lub, as they moved 
along. 

‘Tt doesn’t matter much so far as I can see,”’ 
said Ethan. ‘‘But we know it must be away from 
the regular settlement.’’ 

‘Yes, because he spoke of having to go back and 
forth, and that it took him all of a quarter of an 
hour to make the trip,’’ Phil told them. 

‘*Do you think he can hold the men in with a 
tight hand, Phil?’’ continued Lub. 

‘“That’s beyond me to say,’’ he was told. ‘‘He 
acted as though he meant to keep them in bounds 
as long as he could, if the manager didn’t try to 
bring strike-breakers in to take the places of the 
men who are out.’’ 

‘Has the manager power to do that?’’ 


PHIL BRADLEY’S WINNING WAY 71 


**T suppose he has, if he thinks it best; but in 
my opinion such a move would be unwise. It must 
set the spark to the magazine, and cause an ex- 
‘plosion. I am hoping Major Stackpole will be 
long-headed enough to see that. The mine had 
better be closed down indefinitely than risk the 
works being blown up, and the pumps smashed so 
that the place would be flooded.’’ 

**{ don’t seem to see anything of the settlement 
yet, Phil,’? remarked X-Ray when a little more 
time had elapsed. 

‘‘Well, no, because the way we’re heading I 
calculate to give it the go-by,’’ the other explained. 
**Tf we could only manage to strike in back of the 
mine there’d be a chance to run on some guard, 
who might be prevailed on to take us to the boss.”’ 

“But don’t you think the strikers are organ- 
ized and on the job?”’? demanded Ethan. ‘‘They 
must fear the coming of strangers, and have a line 
of sentries stretched out so as to hold up any 
detachment coming to the mine, front or rear.”’ 

‘“*We’ve got to find that out for ourselves,’’ ad- 
mitted the leader of the group, ‘‘and so far as I 
can see, there’s no other way to do it than to keep 
along in the half-cireuit we’ve started.”’ 

Half an hour afterwards and sharp-eyed X-Ray 
gave warning. 

‘‘Breakers ahead, Phil!’’ he exclaimed, in a 
tone that startled Lub. 

‘“‘Have you seen anything suspicious, then??? 
asked the pilot. 

“«There are men in those bushes yonder. I don m 
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want to point because it would tell them they’ve 
been seen,’’ affirmed X-Ray. 

“‘Sure about it, are you?’’ repeated Phil. 

‘‘T saw as many as three heads bob up!”’ de- 
clared the other. ‘‘Now what’s the plan, Phil? 
Do we keep right on as if nothing was the matter, 
or turn aside and strike out another way?’’ 

‘‘Tf we did the last it would make them feel sure 
we were strike breakers,’’ said Phil, ‘‘so all we 
can do is to keep going, and I’ll try to make them 
understand that we’re friends.”’ 

It was what Ethan called a ‘‘ticklish situation.’’ 
Certainly it required a cool head and a certain 
amount of discretion to handle it properly. One 
misplay might prove a costly piece of business for 
them. 

Poor Lub was perhaps trembling in his shoes 
as he toddled along after his three bolder mates. 
He had reason to believe that these miners were a 
savage lot of big brawny men, quite reckless of 
how they shot at those they fancied had come to 
take their late jobs. If Lub had had his way, Phil 
must have called out immediately to let the hiding 
strikers know that they were simply boys, off ona 
camping trip, and not meaning them any harm. 

But Phil marched straight on. No one could 
have told that his heart was beating faster than 
its wont by a look at his calm face. Phil knew how 
to keep his emotions pretty well under control at 
all times. He was also keeping a bright lookout 
ahead, not meaning to be caught napping. 

As they drew near the bushes where X-Ray had 
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vowed he saw lurkers, as if some signal had been 
given, five men suddenly rose up. Some of them 
carried cudgels in their hands, while a couple 
seemed to be displaying revolvers in a threatening 
way, as if to let the newcomers know that a move 
to use their guns would start a desperate battle 
raging. 

Phil immediately threw up a hand and made 
the peace sign, which seems to be understood even 
among the natives of Darkest Africa and the 
islands of the sea. 

‘*Come on,’’ he said to his chums, at the same 
time holding up his gun as if to indicate that he 
had not the slightest intention of using a weapon 
in a hostile way. X-Ray did the same, being 
quick to understand what the object of the move 
must be. Besides, he did not entirely like the looks 
of those big men; they were scowling something 
dreadful, as though they fully believed the four 
strangers must be there in answer to the message 
the mine may have sent for help. 

“‘Who are you, anyhow?’ growled one of the 
miners, staring hard as he discovered that instead 
of reckless and fighting strike-breakers they had 
held up a party of pleasant-looking boys. 

‘‘We’re only too glad to tell you,’’ said Phil, 
smilingly. ‘‘People call us the Mountain Boys. 
We spend all the time we can camping in the 
woods, and among the hills and valleys. My 
name’s Julian Prescott, this is Ethan Allen, the 
next one is X-Ray Tyson, and the stout chum is 
Lub Fenwick.’’ 
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The men exchanged looks. Evidently they did 
not know what to believe in this critical time, when 
all sorts of strange things were happening around 
them. 

‘We got a notion you fellers might be strike- 
breakers sent up here to take the places o’ our 
men,’’ observed a second man, as though voicing 
the thoughts of his comrades. 

Phil laughed good-naturedly. 

‘‘Why,’’ he remarked, ‘‘as to that, none of us 
have ever seen the inside of a mine in our lives, 
nor have we ever handled pick and shovel. We 
give you our word for it that we’re neither strike- 
breakers nor yet guards hired to stand off an at- 
tack on the mine. Do we look like tough cases, 
I’d like to ask you?’’ 

Again the men conferred. They could not make 
anything out of it. These boys certainly failed to 
impress them as dangerous; but then there was 
no telling what they might be hiding up their 
sleeves. 

‘Well, we jest don’t know,’’ said one who 
seemed to be looked on as the spokesman of.the 
crew; ‘‘an’ we ain’t a-goin’ to take any chances, 
either, ye understand. So ye’ll have to pick up 
stakes an’ clear out.’ 

X-Ray could be heard saying something under 
his breath. He was an impulsive lad, and apt to 
bring on trouble by a free use of his tongue, if 
through any chance he did not like the programme 
laid out by other people for his guidance. ; 

“*Keep still, X-Ray, and leave it all to me,’’ Phil 
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told him sternly, although he spoke in an under- 
tone. 

*“Yes,’’ added Lub, ‘‘you keep out of the mix- 
up, X-Ray, leave it to our leader. Phil—I mean 
Julian e’n pull us through this knothole all right 
without any assistance from the rest. Just hold 
your breath and wait, X-Ray.’’ 

Lub was right, and the other knew it, so for 
once he failed to send an answer back that was 
full of sarcasm or with a ‘‘bite.”’ 

Phil had again turned to the spokesman for the 
party of miners. He fancied that some of them 
were foreigners who could understand English, 
though able to speak a few words in that tongue, 
being content to have others do their share of the 
talking. 

*‘Do you mean by that you order us away from 
this district?’’ he asked, quietly. 

““Yes, that’s the talk, younker,’’ the big miner 
told him. 

“‘But surely you believe what I told you, and 
that we are neither strike-breakers nor yet 
guards?’’ continued the boy, earnestly, at which 
the man shrugged his shoulders and once more 
vented his opinion. 

“‘Tt don’t matter what ye are, we don’t want 
you hanging around here, spying on the strikers, 
mebbe, and playin’ hob with all our plans. If so 
be ye’re jest campin’ out, one part o’ the country 
ought to be as good as another to ye. So turn 
around, face the other way, and forward march!”’ 

Phil thought it high time he played his best - 
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card. This man was not to be reasoned with in 
the ordinary way. His suspicions concerning the 
ability of the manager to outwit the strikers in 
spite of their overwhelming numbers forced the 
fellow to play the part of a brute. 

‘‘But perhaps you don’t happen to know that 
we’re already good friends with your leader, 
Burch,’’ he told the men. 

At mention of the strike leader’s name they 
seemed worried, and again exchanged significant 
looks. Then the man at their head faced Phil 
with another question, as he also frowned darkly 
at the boy. 

‘‘What d’ye mean by sayin’ Burch is your 
friend? Whar did ye ever know him before ye 
kim up heer, tell me that?’’ 

‘We didn’t,’’ said Phil, earnestly, ‘‘but it hap- 
pened that we were able to find his little girl 
Polly, who had wandered away in the woods and 
fallen into a hole. We took her to our camp and 
bound up her hurts. Then afterwards, when 
Burch came, he told us he would stand our friend. 
If you don’t believe what I’m telling you, just 
take us into your camp and let us face your 
leader.’ 

‘*You’ll have a chance to do that sooner’n you 
thought, younker, for thar comes Burch right now. 
He’s been back to his home, I reckons, and is head- 
ing for the works, which we allow to have blown 
up sky-high before another sunrise.”’ 

**It’s a fact, Phil; he is coming!’’ called out Lub, 
eagerly. 
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““Then we’re all fixed, and have nothing to 
fear,’’ the leader of the Mountain Boys assured 
his chums; for he had faith to believe that after 
what they had done for his child, Burch could 
never go back on them. 

So every one turned his gaze toward the spot 
where a single figure was seen approaching; and 
even Lub could recognize the redoubtable leader 
of the strikers. 


CHAPTER. VII 
IN THE MINING CAMP 


As Burch approached closer it could be noticed 
that he was observing the group wonderingly. 
Evidently he saw that his men had closed around 
some persons who did not belong to the mining 
camp, and his interest was aroused. 

Upon discovering the boys, however, the look 
of anger on his face gave way to an entirely dif- 
ferent emotion. And when they saw the ghost of a 
smile of recognition on his strong features Phil 
and his chums knew they had been recognized. 

‘*What’s all this mean?’’ demanded Burch, as 
he pushed in among them, the miners making way 
for him in a manner that betrayed respect aroused 
by his power of control. 

‘‘Only that some of your wideawake guards 
have halted us, Burch, and when we told them we 
were friends they thought to doubt our word. But 
it’s all right, now you are here to assure them of 
that faet.’’ 

Phil said this as pleasantly as he could. It was 
diplomacy on his part not to create the least ill 
will between these men and his little party. The 


time was coming, and perhaps near at hand even 
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now, when he would want to rely on this friendly 
feeling on their part. The success of his whole 
mission might depend on just such a thing. 

Burch immediately turned to the men, and 
roughly told them;they had made a mistake in 
thinking the four boys enemies; or that they would 
have any part in the undoing of the strikers’ plans. 

““They did me a great favor,’’ he finished by 
saying; ‘‘and p’r’aps I owe the life 0’ my little 
galtothe same. I want ye to know they’re friends 
0’ mine, and on that account friends 0’ every soul 
in our camp.’’ 

That settled it. When Burch stood sponsor for 
any one there was not a single man among the 
hardy miners who would dare take it upon himself — 
to doubt that person’s loyalty. 

The last frown passed from those dark faces. 
One or two of the men even offered their hands 
to the boys, wishing to keep in the good graces of 
their leader, who seemed to be a sort of Napoleon 
among them. 

‘“‘Tf ye were headin’ for the camp,’ suggested 
Burch to Phil and the others, ‘‘ye took a round- 
about way 0’ gettin’ thar. This leads to the back 
o’ the stockade they built around the works at the 
’ entrance o’ the mine. But if ye choose to come 

along with me I’ll see that ye get ’quainted with 
our people.’’ 
Of course Phil did not choose to tell him just 
then that it had been far from their object to strike 
the mining camp—that in fact they had been aim- 
ing to get in touch with some-of the loyal guards 
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who could be induced to lead them into the pres- 
ence of Major Stackpole. 

There is such a thing as being too frank at 
times, and spoiling the best of well regulated 
plans. Phil knew when silence was golden, and 
certainly it seemed that way in the present in- 
stance. Accordingly he smiled as though really 
pleased. 

‘‘T’ll be back with ye in a minute or so, son,’’ 
remarked Burch, and then drawing one of the 
guards aside, apparently a leader among them, he 
proceeded to tell him something that seemed to be 
of importance, judging from the intense look of 
interest they saw flash athwart the dark face of 
the brawny miner. 

‘‘What’s all this, Phil,’? mumbled X-Ray, ‘‘do 
we have to change our plan of campaign so sud- 
denly, and waste some of our precious time ex- 
ploring the measly village where the old women, 
the babies, and the dogs are about the only things 
left, with every able-bodied man on sentry duty?”’ 

“‘That’s how it looks right now, X-Ray,’’ re- 
plied the leader, quietly; ‘‘and we’ve got to make 
the most of a bad bargain. After all, who knows 
but what it may turn out the best thing that could 
happen to us. We’ll have a chance to find out 
things for ourselves, and learn whether there’s 
any truth in these yarns the strikers tell about 
their wages not being enough to support their 
families decently. ’’ 

“*Phil, I do believe you’re right about that,’? 
said Tub, in a low tone, glancing anxiously about 


PHIL BRADLEY’S WINNING WAY 81 


him, for he dreaded lest some one overhear what 
he was saying and thus have suspicions aroused; 
“‘in good time you'll hit on some scheme to get 
us in touch with the other side. We’ll be loaded 
up to the muzzle with facts then, and you’ll know 
just how to put it up to—well, the gentlemen in 
charge whose name I hadn’t better even whisper 
here.’’ 

“‘Here he comes back after us,’’ remarked Phil, 
*‘and remember, boys, to be on your guard every 
second of the time. That’s about all.”’ 

Burch now arrived at the spot where the four 
chums stood. Expecting that he meant to ask 
them to follow him, they started to back their 
packs again. Lub grunted more or less as he 
made several clumsy efforts to heave his burden 
across his left shoulder; then X-Ray accommo- 
datingly gave him a fist, and the thing was done. 
This was a common occurrence with Lub, who fre- 
quently needed a helping hand. But he never 
neglected turning and giving the one who assisted. 
him one of those rare smiles of his that spoke 
more eloquently than any words could have done. 
It was a pleasure to any one to help Lub Fenwick. 

As they left the men Phil noticed that they were 
spreading out as though to form a cordon. He 
wondered whether they expected any one to try 
and pass through with the intention of joining the 
loyal guards in the mine works. It might be pos- 
sible that Burch had received some word concern- 
_ing an expedition that was on the way, looking to 
increasing the number of mine defenders. 
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Later on, when the boys had a chance to talk 
matters over by themselves, Lub was very curi- 
ous to know how such a message could be sent 
when there was no telegraph or telephone wire 
connecting the mine with the outside world. 

‘That could be easily done,’’ Phil told him, al- 
ways willing to supply any one with information. 
‘“‘The simple way would be to copy after the na- 
tives of South Africa, the Zulus, Kaffirs and oth- 
ers. They station a vidette on different hills many 
miles apart and send the information along by 
tom-toms or drums, just as our Signal Service 
men do in the army by wigwagging. They say 
that news of a battle in the heart of Africa has 
been sent hundreds of miles that way in less than 
an hour.’’ 

This information he imparted during the walk 
to the settlement, taking advantage of a time when 
Burch and X-Ray Tyler happened to be a short 
distance in the advance. 

The closer they drew to the mining camp the 
more Phil found his interest growing. He could 
see that dozens of humble houses, and some tents 
also were in evidence. There was a lack of clean- 
liness noticeable in some quarters, while other cab- 
ins gave evidence of a certain amount of thrift, 
though nowhere could Phil detect signs of com- 
fort to any striking degree. 

He knew even without being told that the dwell- 
ings of the better class must be occupied by Eng- 
lish-speaking miners, while the others belonged to 
foreigners who had never learned the benefits of 
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cleanliness, the women being content to live amidst 
slovenly surroundings. 

When X-Ray had made that remark about the 
settlement being given up just then to women, chil- 
dren and dogs he certainly hit the truth on the 
head, although he may only have been guessing 
at the time. 

The boys looked around them with great inter- 
est, though X-Ray might have been seen to sniff 
the air suspiciously as though he did not wholly 
fancy the canine odors that greeted his nostrils. 
Dogs barked, and children screamed with excite- 
ment when Burch entered the place accompanied 
by four strangers. 

‘Here they come in a bunch to welcome us,’’ 
chuckled Ethan, as he saw a forward movement 
on the part of the inhabitants; ‘‘young and old, 
good looking and ugly, human and canine, we’re 
in for the queerest reception we ever ran up 
against. ’’ 

However, at a stern word from Burch, the crowd 
fell hastily back. It was plain to be seen that even 
the women and children, yes, the dogs also, had 
the utmost respect for that determined-faced 
leader of the men. His voice seemed to sway them 
irresistibly, and reckless, indeed, would that indi- 
vidual have been who ventured to go contrary to 
the will of the strike-master. 

Burch simply told them the boys were friends 
of his, and that they had saved his little child’s 
life it might be. He did not enter into particulars, 


for it was not necessary, he considered. 
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‘‘They are your friends, too, remember,’’ he 
finished, in that steely voice of his, ‘‘and I want 
them treated as such by every soul in this camp.”’ 

After that the crowd dispersed, though from all 
quarters curious glances followed Phil and his 
chums whenever they walked. 

‘‘Make yourselves at home here, and stay as 
long as ye like,’’ said Burch, presently. ‘‘I have 
other work to do that will take me away from time 
to time. Talk with our women and find out if we 
are lying when we say it isn’t possible to live de- 
cently on the wages our men are able to earn under 
the conditions governing our work here. I want 
you to see for yourselves what a handicap we’re 
under in this same Whirlwind Mine.’’ 

When he had hurried away and left the settle- 
ment the boys turned and exchanged expressive 
looks. 

‘*Phil, didn’t that sound to you as if he sus- 
pected something ?’’ asked X-Ray, always quick to 
see through things. 

‘*T was thinking that myself,’’ replied the other, 
candidly ; ‘‘and it may be Burch has some idea in . 
his head we’ve been sent up here by the Directors 
to find out at first hand how things are going, so 
we can make a report. But then after all those 
words of his may mean nothing. He might only 
feel that as strangers we could learn the truth, so 
that if ever he was arrested, and put on trial, and 
had to make a defense on account of his actions in 
this strike, we would be good witnesses.’’ 

They all concluded that the opportunity to learn 
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facts without taking any third party’s word for it 
was too good to be lost. Accordingly, Phil started 
to circulating around the, settlement, with Lub 
alongside; while the other two boys took a differ- 
ent course. 

All of them had placed their packs in a heap, 
where they could be easily seen from almost any 
quarter. Phil had told them to look upon that 
spot as their rendezvous whenever they wanted to 
come together again. 

Generally, half a dozen children followed Phil 
and Lub, though keeping in the background 
through fear of incurring the anger of Burch in 
case they bothered the strangers. Phil saw many 
sights that gave his heart a wrench. He had cer- 
tainly never before dreamed that human beings 
could live and grow up under such terrible hand- 
icaps. 

‘‘How long has it been going on, Phil?’’ asked 
Lub, who had from time to time expressed his 
pity for some of the women and children who 
looked so woe-begone. 

‘<Tf you mean the strike,’’ replied the other, ‘‘I 
think it must be almost two weeks by now.’’ 

‘*Phil, some of them look as if they were next 
door to starved,’’ proceeded Lub. ‘‘Do you think 
that’s because the wages of the men have given 
out, and there’s nothing to eat in the larder?’’ 

‘‘Partly that,’’ replied Phil, frowning; ‘‘but this 
thing isn’t of any mushroom growth. They’ve 
_ been poorly fed this long while. Of course, that 
is partly the fault of their way of living; be- 
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eause others are not so bad off. But I’m afraid 
there is something wrong with the Whirlwind 
Mine that makes it different from other mines. I 
want to know for sure. If it’s the fault of low 
wages it must be remedied. If the trouble les 
in a poor class of laborers who shirk and waste 
their time, then the remedy lies along another line, 
and a different class ought to be brought 
here.’’ 

Phil asked many questions of the women, when 
he found they were able to speak English, and he 
soon learned how to pick out those who could. 
By only bothering with the better class of shacks 
he managed to accomplish this, for in almost every 
instance he found that the occupants were those 
who could converse with him. 

In this fashion then Phil was picking up much 
information that would be of value to him later on. 
It was while the two boys were making their way 
through the settlement in this fashion that Lub 
began to tug at the coat of his chum. 

‘*Phil,’? he said, in a hoarse whisper, ‘‘don’t 
turn your head too suddenly, but the first chance 
you get to look around notice that one-eyed chap 
who’s been following us in and out.’’ 

‘*T have noticed him, Lub,’’ replied the other; 
‘but what strikes you as queer in his actions?’’ 

‘Only that I don’t like his looks much, Phil. 
He’s wild to hear everything you say to the women 
folks. I can see him listening like everything. 
What d’ye think he can be doing here in the camp 
when nearly all the men are away?’’ 
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**You’re a bunch of suspicion, Lub,’’ laughed 
Phil; ‘‘for all we know he may have been sick and 
left to stay at home.”’ 

“‘But why should he want to grab up every 
word you’re saying ?’’ persisted Lub. 

**Oh, some men are as bad as old women that 
way,’’ he was promptly told. ‘‘He wants to know 
what we say to the women when we ask questions. 
I only hope he hears something that will do him 
good. All I’m trying to find out is what sort of 
wages the men make, and how the money is spent. 
It’s a bad job all around, I’m afraid, Lub.’’ 

‘And say, some of the women tell us they 
haven’t had a decent meal for a week,’’ continued 
the pitying Lub; ‘‘I’ve often felt hungry, myself, 
but never like that. I wish we could do something 
for the poor things, Phil.’’ 

“*T expect to,’’ declared the other, earnestly. 

**But Phil, I meant right away. I’ve got a 
couple of dollars in my jeans that I could easily 
spare, only I don’t see any store around where 
you could buy grub.”’ 

‘‘Leave that to me, Lub,’’ Phil assured him. 
‘¢ After I’ve been the rounds and found out just 
who are suffering for food I’m going to ask you all 
to chip in with me. We'll see if a couple of mes- 
sengers can’t start for the nearest town where 
they get their ordinary supplies, and fetch back 
enough food to help tide over until something 
comes of this bad business. It can’t stay like this 
- long, and must either improve, or get much 
worse. 
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Lub’s honest face fairly shone with satisfac- 
tion when he heard this. 

“‘T just ought to have known you’d be think- 
ing up a fine scheme like that, Phil,’’ he went on 
to say, warmly; ‘‘we’ve been through a heap to- 
gether, the four of us, but this is an experience 
that beats any of the others. But now you’re 
heading for the section of the camp where the for- 
eigners live. What’s the idea, Phil?”’ 

‘‘T want to. make a clean job of it while I’m 
about the same,’’ the other told him. ‘‘We’ll see 
how the other half live, and then know what’s best 
to be done.’’ 

“Oh! all right, just as you say; but excuse me 
if I hold my nose, Phil!’’ 


CHAPTER VIII 


* 


SUDDEN NEWS 


Luvs did not exactly carry out his threat as with | 
Phil he walked through the untidy part of the min- 
ing camp. There was a constant pained expres- 
sion on his honest face, however, that told of his 
being far from at his ease. 

Phil found much to excite his interest, and com- 
miseration as well. Hunger was not the only 
thing that these poor people had to face; there 
was sickness in the camp also. In several cabins 
they were told of children being ill; and once 
when the woman took them inside to see for them- 
selves the boys were chilled with the forlorn ap- 
pearance of the shack. 

The sick boy looked as though he might be 
slowly dying from lack of sustaining food. Phil 
never had a worse shock than when he stood there, 
trying to realize how wretchedly some people live, 
and seem content to exist in such a poor way. 

‘“‘lub,’’ he said earnestly, after coming out 
again from that desolate shack; ‘‘the more I see 
of these things the greater grows my longing to 


do something for the poor things. They don’t 
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half know how to use what they earn. I’ll never 
rest easy again until I’ve started something going 
here that will change this camp just like Aladdin 
and his Wonderful Lamp had struck town, and 
wished things.’’ 

‘‘But that’s a long way off yet, Phil; we ought 
to do something right away,’’ protested Lub, who 
usually was the last one to want to hurry, but in 
this case displayed the utmost zeal. 

‘‘Here comes Burch,’’ said Phil; ‘‘we’ll talk 
with him about it, and see what can be done.’’ 

The strike leader approached. He eyed them 
closely, and Phil fancied he must be wondering 
how much information they had managed to pick 
up; also what effect the suffering so greatly in 
evidence could have had upon them. 

Upon hearing what the boys purposed doing 
his face lost a little of its hard serious expression. 
Apparently the idea pleased Burch. 

‘‘That’s right kind of ye, boys,’’ he told them, 
quietly; ‘‘and I ain’t got the least objection if so 
be ye want to help some of the poor people that 
are sufferin’ here while the strike is on. The 
worst is yet to come, for we’ve sworn never to 
give in till we get what we demand. It’s a dog’s 
life, and some 0’ us might as well be dead as keep 
on in the way we have been adoin’ right along.’’ 

**T’ll see what sort of a collection we can take 
up among our crowd,’’ Phil told him. ‘‘It’ll be 
at least ten dollars, perhaps more. Can you send 
a couple of your men to town for medicine and 
food? I’ll write down what they ought to bring 
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back with them; though to tell the truth, I think 
the sick ones need food even more than any 
physiec.’’ 

‘*Some o’ the men are coming in before half an 
hour,’’ explained Burch; ‘‘and if ye have it ready 
then, and don’t change yer minds, I’ll start ’em 
off. Sayville is the nearest town, and we get most 
of our supplies from thar. The company offered 
to start a store here, but acting on my advice the 
men refused to have anything to do with it, be- 
cause company stores rob the miner like so many 
sharks.’’ 

““Yes, in most cases they do, I’m sorry to say,’’ 
remarked Phil; ‘‘but if honestly conducted, and 
partly run by the miners themselves they ought 
to save much money. When your men come, 
Burch, we’ll be ready for them with the money 
and the list.’ 

** All I want to say is you’re good, kind lads,’’ 
observed the man, earnestly; ‘‘if the company 
treated its workers white like ye seem meanin’ to 
do, thar never would be a sign of trouble here, I 
give ye my solemn word for it.’’ 

Phil asked more questions; indeed, it seemed 
as though he wanted to know the why and where- 
fore of almost everything connected with the life 
of the miners, and the working of the great enter- 
prise. Small wonder that he should feel such a 
deep interest in these things when it is understood 
that a considerable amount of Phil’s fortune was 
invested in this same mine. 

‘‘There’s X-Ray beckoning to us, Phil,’’? Lub 
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remarked after a little, just about the time Burch 
left them to attend to something or other. 

They found the other pair waiting alongside 
the pile of packs. An exchange of experiences 
followed, and each party told what had been seen 
and heard. 

‘‘Tt’s sure the most forlorn place I ever struck,’’ 
admitted Ethan, whose Yankee idea of thrift and 
neatness had been shocked by the apparent shift- 
lessness that abounded in certain portions of the 
camp. 

‘‘ And I’m wondering what that one-eyed chap 
has been watching us all the while so close for,’’ 
remarked X-Ray. 

“‘Did you notice him, too?’’ exclaimed Lub; ‘‘he 
kept sticking his nose in our business right along, 
like he wanted to pick up information wholesale. 
I got an idea he’d been detailed by Burch to listen 
and find out what we were saying; but Phil 
laughed at me for mentioning the same. He said 
the fellow may have been just like any old woman, 
and wanted to know everything. Mebbe he came 
from Missouri, too, for all we e’n tell.”’ 

When Ethan and X-Ray heard what Phil’s plan 
was they entered into it heartily. 

**Mind you,’’ remarked Phil in the beginning. 
‘*T’m going to consider what each of you put up 
only as a loan, because it’s my business to carry 
the whole of the load.”’ 

“‘T don’t see why,’’ complained Lub, immedi- 
ately. 

“‘Because my interest lies in the patching up of 
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a permanent peace here between the two sides,”’’ 
Phil affirmed, stoutly. ‘‘ What we do just now is 
only a flea-bite to what must follow, and if I had 
more ready eash with me to spare I wouldn’t allow 
any of you to contribute a red cent.’’ 

‘*Huh! I’d like to see you stop us if we wanted 
to have a hand in the thing!’’ muttered Lub, dis- 
satisfied because of what the other had said, which 
he did not consider quite fair. 

Altogether, fifteen dollars resulted from the col- 
lection. It might have been more only Phil posi- 
tively declined to accept a further contribution 
after each of the others had put in two dollars. 

‘‘This is plenty for the present,’’ he insisted. 
‘‘A larger amount might excite the suspicion of 
the strike leader. And this will buy all the pro- 
visions two men can tote back from town, besides 
the medicine. Now let me have a chance to make 
out a list of things.’’ 

His chums hovered near, suggesting all sorts of 
food supplies which from their own past experi- 
ences they fancied would be acceptable. Some of 
these Phil added to his list, while others he de- 
clined to write down. 

‘“‘Those we must class under the head of lux- 
uries,’’ he explained to Lub, when the latter ob- 
jected to this discrimination; ‘‘you may have been 
used to the same all your life, like olives and im- 
ported cheese, but these people need only the bare 
substantials just now. And since there are so 

_ many foreigners here you can see that maccaroni 
forms one of the leading items in my list.’’ 
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Presently Burch approached, and in his com- 
pany were two stalwart miners. 

‘‘These men will go to Sayville if you want 
them to,’’ he told Phil; ‘‘and be glad of the chance 
to fetch something to eat here. It’s needed bad 
enough I reckon, likewise medicine for the sick.’’ 

‘‘Do you mean to tell me the company doesn’t 
employ a doctor for its workers?’’ asked Phil, 
incredulously. 

*‘Not this long time,’’ replied Burch. ‘‘The 
man they had here went away, and since then we 
ain’t had none. When women or children gets 
sick we do the best we can; but thar’s been a many 
placed on the hill the last year that might have 
been spared if we had a doctor. That’s one 0’ 
our demands, ye see!”’ 

‘‘And a just one, too!’’ muttered Phil, frown- 
ing; for it gave him a queer feeling to know that 
all these years he had been satisfied to accept the 
money that came to him from Whirlwind Mine 
without bothering himself at all to inquire into 
the conditions existing there. 

But now that he had been aroused to the neces- 
sity of some speedy action things were going to 
take on a change, or he would know the reason 
why. Already his mind was made up along these 
lines, for he had seen enough to convince him that 
the demands of the workers were in the main just 
and reasonable. 

Armed with baskets and sacks the two men 
started forth. News of their intended mission had — 
evidently circulated through the camp, though 
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none of the boys had mentioned a single thing, for 
scores saw them off; and the younger element as 
well as some of the women were looking pleased 
over the prospect of a square meal in the near fu- 
ture. 

After that wherever the boys went they found 
smiles awaiting them. Evidently the whole camp 
had come to look upon them in the light of bene- 
factors. It gave each one of them a happy feeling 
in the region of their hearts to know that by such 
a small sacrifice they had been enabled to bring 
such real joy to those suffering families of the 
strikers. . 

“But look here, Phil,’’ remarked the restless 
X-Ray, after another hour or so had passed, ‘‘T 
hope we don’t have to stay here through a night. 
I’m yearning for a breath of pure air. They don’t 
keep things as neat here as I like; and so many 
yellow curs hanging around sort of get on my 
nerves. Never did like strange dogs, you know.’’ 

**VYes,’’ added Ethan, now that the ice had been 
broken, for he had been figuring on mentioning 
that same thing himself; ‘‘what’s the plan, Phil? 
How are we going to shake the dust of this camp 
off our shoes, and get in touch with the other 
side?’’ 

Of course, Phil had himself been wrestling with 
that same matter. As yet he had really formed no 
plan looking to that end, but since the chums de- 
manded something at his hands he went on to men- 
tion an idea that had been drifting through his 
brain. 
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‘‘T’]] tell you what we might do,’’ he observed, 
‘“though whether it works or not depends a whole 
lot on how Burch looks at it.’’ 

‘Do you mean to tell Burch who you are,’’ ex- 
claimed X-Ray, quickly, ‘‘and that you want to 
get in touch with Major Stackpole so as to in- 
fluence him to make peace?”’ 

‘‘Well, I didn’t expect to go quite as far as 
that,’? Phil explained. ‘‘We might tell him we 
would like to meet the mine manager, and see if 
something couldn’t be done to bring him to reason. 
Burch is smart enough to see that the strikers 
would have everything to gain and nothing to lose 
by such a move; and the chances are he’d jump at 
the opportunity to further his cause.”’ 

‘‘He’d be a fool if he didn’t, I say!’’ declared 
Lub, ponderously, as though he were a judge on 
the bench delivering an opinion. 

‘‘Talk lower, fellows,’? remarked X-Ray just 
then, ‘‘there’s that spy heading this way again. 
Just see how he makes out to be limping along, 
will you? According to my mind his hurt is all 
make-believe, and he’s been detailed to listen to 
all we say.”’ 

‘*But none of us have seen him making a report 
to Burch, you know,’’ objected Lub. 

‘*The fact is he keeps out of the other’s way all 
he can; but I reckon he’s been told to do that,’’ 
X-Ray decided, as though he had made up his 
mind on the subject and could not be easily moved. 

‘*T hope we get out of this before it comes time 
to eat again,’’ urged Ethan. ‘‘To open our packs 
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and make a spread would bring a mob around us, 
I’m afraid; and the result would be we’d give 
nearly all we’ve fetched along to the poor things 
just because they stared so hard at us with hun- 
gry eyes.”’ 

*“We’ll do without eating until we get away,”’ 
decided Phil, at which both Lub and X-Ray looked 
sad and mournful, for such a serious prospect 
ahead of them they did not fancy very much. 

No danger of those two men getting away with 
all that money, is there, Phil?’’ asked Ethan. 

‘*Now they did look at it with wide grins, for a 
fact,’’ added X-Ray. 

‘*Don’t worry over that,’’ Phil assured them. 
‘Those men were picked from the lot by Burch, 
and he knew he could depend on them to do the 
right thing. Of course, the sight of all that money 
excited them, because they knew what good things 
it would buy. No danger of their going off on a 
spree and spending the cash. Their kids need 
the food too much for that.”’ 

“‘Yes,’’? added Lub, ‘‘and you e’n see Thise re 
too much afraid of Burch to try such a thing. 
Gee! when he takes snuff everybody sneezes, it 
seems to me. He can do most anything he wants 
with these people.’’ 

‘“‘They’d work their fingers to the bone for a 
boss like Burch,’’ said Phil, and the way in which 
he nodded his head told the others that the boy 
was still thinking what a splendid manager Burch 
would make if he possessed the confidence of the 

owners, and the affection of the toilers as well. 
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‘‘Phil, if you mean to speak to him about our 
seeing the boss of the mine, now’s as good a chance 
as any, strikes me,’’ suggested X-Ray, noticing 
that Burch was standing close by them. 

‘<The sooner the better,’’ agreed Phil, and he 
even took a step toward the leader of the mining 
eamp when suddenly he stopped. 

“‘Tisten!’’ cried X-Ray, excitedly, ‘‘what’s that 
fellow shouting out as he’s coming on the dead run 
this way? Something’s gone and happened as 
sure as you live, because I heard him say ‘strike 
breaker’ as plain as anything!’’ 

‘‘Oh! I wonder if we’re going to see a regu- 
lar battle after all?’? gasped Lub, who did not 
take any keen delight in scenes of warfare, and 
would much rather live in an atmosphere of con- 
tinual peace. 

They did not have long to wait to learn the es- 
sential facts. The man who ran and waved his 
hand to Burch was brimming over with the news 
he brought. Every woman and child in the camp 
capable of running to the spot was already start- 
ing to form a crowd. And it was toward Burch 
that they all gravitated, because every one under- 
stood that in that quarter the news would be pro- 
claimed. 

Unable to resist the fascination that drew them 
the four boys also hastened to join the gathering 
throng. Through the midst of this the messenger 
pushed his way, and as he neared the waiting 
Burch he burst out into a ery. 

‘“We got news that they’re acomin’ in two otter- 
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mobiles, full a dozen of ’em, and all armed to the 
teeth! Right now they ain’t more’n six miles 
away, an’ hittin’ up the pace! The boys is awaitin’ 
orders what to do, Burch!’’ 

““They’ve got their orders already,’’ said the 
strike leader, with blazing eyes; ‘‘and if ye listen 
right smart ye’ll hear somethin’ talk louder’n 
any words ever could do. We been expectin’ this 
right along, an’ things they’ve been fixed. Keep 
still, everybody, and jest listen!’’ 


CHAPTER IX 


e 


NO TIME TO LOSE 


Every sound ceased. 

Indeed, it seemed to the four boys that the will 
of this remarkable man found a response even 
among the lower animals, for just then not a sin- 
gle dog ventured to bark nor yet growl. 

Burch was looking in a certain quarter, and Phil 
could easily tell that in that direction lay the road 
they, too, had followed in approaching the Whirl- 
wind Mine. It led from the south, while the two 
men going for provisions had headed toward the 
west, since the town of Sayville lay there. 

Possibly as much as five minutes passed with 
this terrible tension unrelaxed. Lub did not think 
he could stand the strain much longer, and was 
wondering what Burch might do to the one who 
broke the dead silence. 

Then all of a sudden it came, very much like 
the burst of thunder following close on the heels 
of a lightning bolt that splinters a near-by forest — 
tree—a heavy rumbling sound that made the very 
ground under them quiver, and rock in a sicken- 
ing fashion. 


Lub gasped and turned white, while the othe 
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boys also looked as though terribly shocked. The 
one dreadful thing that flashed across their minds 
just then was that the desperate strikers had 
blown up the two crowded cars containing the 
new guards or strike breakers whom Major Stack- 
pole was importing into the region, with the hope 
of defeating the attempt to force higher wages. 

The women were now chattering like a lot of 
magpies. Plainly they were greatly excited, but 
it was hard for the boys to believe they could be 
looking so pleased and happy over the mutilation 
of their fellow creatures. 

Burch came over to where they stood. He evi- 
dently must have guessed what dreadful thoughts 
must be passing through the minds of the boys, for 
his first words were plainly intended to allay their 
worst fears. 

**Nobody ain’t been perme yet, ye under- 
stand,’’ he told them. ‘‘The orders were to fire’ 
the mine that had been laid under the road in a 
certain place, and by now thar’s.a gap ten feet 
deep whar the road used to be. Them cars can’t 
git acrost, and the men I’ve posted down yonder ’Il 
keep them strangers from makin’ any headway. 
If they try to rush things they’ve got to take their 
medicine, that’s all. We got our all staked on win- 
nin’ this strike, and nothing must stop us.’’ 

Then it was not quite so bad after all, Phil 
thought. The strikers did not mean to proceed to 
extremes save as a last resort. If the new men 
could be frightened off, or made to fraternize with 

_the strikers, nothing serious would come of this 
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attempt to get reinforcements into the mine works. 

From what Burch said it was easy to under- 
stand that his men must be armed with guns, 
which they knew how to handle. Many of the for- 
eign miners had undoubtedly served their terms as 
soldiers in their native land before coming to 
America, and would know how to shoot if it ever 
came to that extreme. 

‘*But is there no other road the cars could take 
so as to get here?’’ asked Phil. 

‘‘Not from the one they’re on,’’? Burch ex- 
plained ; ‘‘and if the mine did its work as we fig- 
ured it’ll take days to fill up that hole. On either 
side there are rocks that would keep them from 
advancing with any vehicle. We picked our 
ground when we laid that dynamite down, and con- 
nected it with a battery and switch.”’ 

**So long as the day lasts, you can keep those 
men at bay then,’’ continued Phil, reflectively; 
““but how about the darkness of night—what is to 
hinder them from creeping past your force, and 
making the mine works?”’ 

‘*We’ve looked to that, too, and made every 
preparation,’’ he was informed without the slight- 
est sign of boasting. ‘‘If they separated and tried 
for it that way, one or two might manage to get 
past, but the main body’d fall into our hands. We 
hold the trumps, ye see, lad, and we mean to make 
hay while the sun shines.’’ 

While they were still talking a man was seen 
running toward the camp. It was evidently an- 
other messenger bringing tidings from the front, 
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which had been forwarded to him by some sema- 
phore means, such as a wigwagging from another 
rise a mile or so away. The boys listened eagerly 
as he came up, breathing heavily after his run. 

‘*What’s the news, Hillock?’’ asked the leader, 
as the man reached them. 

*“They’ve left the cars, and are hidin’ among 
the rocks like a bevy o’ scared pa’tridges,’’ came 
the answer. ‘‘Our men hev got ’em held up, an’ 
they dassent show a head without bein’ fired at.’’ 

‘‘That’s good news,’’ remarked Burch, in a sat- 
isfied tone. ‘‘Now if only we could get in touch 
with that crowd, and coax ’em to come over to 
our side I’d call it a fine day’s work.”’ 

From this the boys could readily guess what he 
had in mind. The keenest weapon strikers ever 
employ is the faculty for inducing those who are 
sent to take their places to join their ranks. In 
this way they constantly weaken the enemy and 
strengthen their own cause. 

‘““Too bad you didn’t get a chance to mention 
that matter to him while he was here,’’ remarked 
X-Ray, after Burch had left them to attend to 
some of his various duties. 

‘*T’m only afraid he’s bent on going to the front 
now,’’ ventured Ethan; ‘‘and that we won’t see 
him again in a hurry.’’ 

‘‘Unless we take a notion to stroll that way our- 
selves,’’ suggested X-Ray, shooting a quick glance 
toward Phil, as if to note what sort of reception 
the thought might receive. 

“‘T don’t believe we’d be doing the right thing 
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to get mixed up in any shooting scrape,’’ Phil de- 
cided, after thinking it all over. 

‘‘Me too,’’ echoed Lub; ‘‘if we got down there, 
and things began to liven some, why the strikers 
might want us to begin to pepper away ditto. 
You’d feel pretty queer wouldn’t you, trying to 
shoot men who’d been sent up here by Phil’s 
money, to help put down the strike?’’ 

X-Ray Tyson scratched his head at that, and 
looked serious. 

‘Well, when everything’s said and done,’’ he 
concluded, ‘‘p’raps it wouldn’t pay us to wander 
over that way where the trouble lies. I’m not so 
anxious to stop a bullet with my precious body as 
to hanker after the experience. We'll leave it all 
with Phil here, like we nearly always do.’’ 

That seemed to be the consensus of opinion, for 
both Lub and Ethan nodded their approval. While 
Phil must have been more or less pleased to have 
his chums place such implicit confidence in his 
judgment at the same time it always carried with 
it a great amount of responsibility. 

**Our plan,’’ he told them, carefully picking his 
words, ‘‘should be to watch our chance, and while 
everybody is looking that way, and waiting to hear 
more news from the front, we may find a way to 
slip off without being noticed.”’ 

“One good thing,’’ observed Ethan, ‘‘all the 
men seem to be away right now; and we needn’t 
bother about being held up. Even if some of the 
kids and the women folks see us making off they 
have no orders to stop us. You remember Burch 
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told the lot we were his particular friends, and 
that was as much as warning ’em they’d be sorry 
if they gave us any trouble.”’ 

This fact seemed to encourage them all very 
much. 

““Why,’’ remarked Lub, ‘‘if Burch had really 
wanted to make things easy for us to skip out, he 
couldn’t have done it finer.’’ 

Phil may have had certain suspicions himself 
along these same lines, but if so he evidently did 
not care to give utterance to them; though had any 
of the others been observing him closely they 
might have seen a wise look shoot across his coun- 
tenance, to be immediately chased away again. 

Bent on leaving the mining camp at the first 
favorable opportunity, they kept together after 
that, so there might be no opening lost. 

‘‘But Phil, when they see us getting our packs 
they’ll guess what’s in the wind, won’t they?’’ Lub 
was asking, as he saw a new difficulty springing 
up to confront them. 

‘‘We’ll not take them along with us this time,”’ 
Phil told him, greatly to the astonishment of the 
stout boy, who had several things in his bundle 
which he;would dislike very much to lose. 

“‘Tt’s good-bye to your pet camera then, Phil, 
and a whole bunch of things we value a heap,’’ he 
grumbled. 

‘‘T wouldn’t be too sure of that if I were you, 
Lub,”’ said the other, in a tone of reproach. “‘ Most 
of these people are honest if poor. And besides, 
~ knowing that we have been called the friends of 
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Burch it would be a pretty rash person who’d dare 
try and open our packs. I warrant you we’ll find 
the same intact just where we’ve left them, when 
we come back here again.”’ 

‘“‘Oh! then we do expect to return, do we?’’ 
asked Lub, looking a little relieved at hearing the 
other speak so confidently. 

X-Ray’s grunt hinted at disgust. 

‘‘T’d sure be happy to know,’’ he grumbled, 
‘‘that once we got clear of this bunch of shacks 
we’d never set eyes on the same again; but if the 
rest of you e’n stand it I oughtn’t to kick, I s’pose. 
So fix it up as you please, Phil; I’m on the band 
wagon no matter what happens.’’ 

That was only a habit X-Ray had of complain- 
ing. No matter how much he grumbled he could 
always be found leading the van when it came time 
to move. There are lots of boys built that way. 
As Ethan always said of X-Ray, ‘‘his bark is a 
whole lot worse than his bite.”’ 

Having thus made up their minds to slip out 
of the camp at the first good chance, the boys kept 
on the watch. Lub did saunter over to where the 
packs had been piled up, and make sure that the 
customary fastenings were all secure, although 
Kthan laughed at him for doing so, when he came 
back. 

‘“Much difference it’d make if any fellow 
wanted to go through our duffel and hook what- 
ever struck him as worth while,’’ he observed; nor 


did he bother himself to pay any further attention ; 
to the stuff. 
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But then as Lub observed to X-Ray, perhaps 
Ethan did not happen to have much that was worth 
while along with him; had it been some of his 
cherished traps, now, with which he caught his lit- 
‘tle fur-bearing animals in the winter time, he 
would show a heap more interest. 

Several times they had heard distant sounds 
very like the discharge of guns. To judge from 
the tense excitement that invariably broke out 
among the natives of the mining camp on each oc- 
casion, there could be little doubt but what this 
was the true explanation of the reports. 

Phil hoped that it might simply be a sort of 
.bombastic defiance on the part of either the strik- 
ers or the new guards, and that no damage had 
resulted from the exchange of shots. 

At the same time he realized the situation had 
reached a critical passage, and that before many 
hours some act might be committed that would 
make it doubly hard to bring peace to the warring 
factions. 

In a measure this accounted for his eagerness to 
get in touch with the manager of the mine. The 
boy was enlisted heart and soul now in this de- 
sire to bridge the growing chasm separating the 
authorities from their workmen. Once let a state 
of anarchy break out, and no one could say where 
it would end. The mine might be flooded, mean- 
ing a suspension of work for many months; worse 
than that, deeds were apt to be attempted that 
- would put the poor miners beyond the pale of the 
law, and add to the woes that already beset them. 
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‘‘Just edge along this way with me, fellows,”’ 
Phil told his three chums, when he believed the 
time was ripe for a move looking to their taking 
French leave from the disturbed mining camp. 

They were satisfied to follow in his footsteps. 
- Phil had had much experience along these lines, 
and could be trusted to carry them through. 

Most of the women and children had gathered 
at the other side of the settlement. A few hov- 
ered over fires, cooking their scanty rations, which 
consisted for the most part of primitive food, and 
little of that. Even the dogs seemed to have gen- 
erally taken to staying with their owners, for they 
prowled around where the crowd appeared to be 
thickest, or sitting on their haunches, gazed ex- 
pectantly into the distance as though hoping bet- 
ter times were coming soon. : 

**Hi! look there, will you, at that yellow ki-ki 
smelling of my pack!’’ exclaimed Lub, indig- 
nantly; ‘‘it’s true I fastened all of them up just 
because I feared dogs might scent the food inside. 
Oh! if only I could fire a rock true wouldn’t I give 
him a smack though!”’ 

““You needn’t mind,’’ said Phil, stopping the 
excited Lub while he was reaching down for a 
good-sized stone, though he was a notoriously poor 
thrower, and could not hold a place on the Brew- 
ster baseball team on that account. 

‘“‘But Phil; he’ll just tear my pack open and 
spoil everything I own,’’ pleaded the other. 

Just then there was a sudden series of yelps, 
and the yellow cur started off limping on three 
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legs, while a half-grown boy doubled up with glee. 

**You see, even the boys are ready to stand by 
Burch,’’ Phil told Lub. ‘‘That fellow fired a rock 
as straight as an arrow, and there’s no danger 
of harm coming to those packs as long as the kids 
here stand by to guard them.’’ 

Lub grinned, and seemed better satisfied, though 
he did mutter: 

“‘Saved me the trouble of doing the same 
thing!’’ at which confident remark X-Ray chuck- 
led, and winked at Ethan, as if he had his serious 
doubts about the ability of the other to hit a barn. 

They were now at the extreme edge of the 
camp. So far as they could see none of the women 
and children seemed to be paying the least bit of 
attntion to what was going on, all of their interest 
lying in the other direction. 

‘‘There’s that lame fellow with one eye,”’ said 
X-Ray; ‘‘he’s lying over yonder near that tent; 
and I give you my word, boys, he just raised his 
head to look this way. es on it he knows 
what we’re going to do.’ 

‘*But you don’t notice him trying to stop us, 
do you?’’ queried Ethan. 

‘*Well, he’s got some good reason for that,’’ re- 
plied the other, firmly. ‘‘Mark my words we’ll 
see something more of that slick oe before 
we’re done with all this business.’ 

‘<T’ll just make a note of that, and see how good 
you are as a prophet,’’ said Lub. 

All right, wish you would,’’ retorted X-Ray, 
his confidence unshaken. 


CHAPTER X 
THE CLOSED DOOR 


‘¢‘Wuew! you’ll need a bucket to collect me in 
I’m afraid!’’ Lub was heard to complain shortly 
afterwards. 

‘‘What ails you now, Lub? Are we taking you 
over this rough ground too fast for you?’’ de- 
manded Ethan. 

‘‘Partly that,’’ came the dismal reply, ‘‘and 
then again it’s so terribly hot I’m about melting 
away. The moisture is running off me in streams. 
I can hear it slop around in my shoes almost when 
I walk. Whew! this is the limit for heat.’’ 

Phil took pity on the speaker. He realized that 
Lub felt the oppressive humidity much more than 
any of his comrades, on account of the extra bulk 
he had to carry around with him. 

‘‘We’ll take it some slower then, Lub, if that 
will help out,’’ he told the distressed one. 

**Tt’ll save me from turning into a grease spot, 
Phil, and thank you for thinking of me. I can 
hold my own pretty well when it’s snappy cold, but 
a day like this knocks me clean out.’’ 

He was mopping his red face with his big ban- 


danna as he spoke, but his good-nature shone 
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through it all in one of those amiable grins that 
made everybody love Lub. 

“‘Here’s a log that looks mighty inviting,’’ re- 
marked Ethan; ‘‘I wouldn’t mind sitting down for 
five minutes myself.’’ 

“‘As for me,’’ spoke up X-Ray, ‘‘I’m sniffing the 
fresh air as fast as I can. It’s such a relief to get 
away from that awful camp I don’t seem able to 
get all I want of the bully ozone.”’ 

**Seems as if the camp of the miners wasn’t 
right at the mouth of the mine, eh, Phil?’’ con- 
tinued Ethan, as though he had been wondering 
at this. 

**T believe it was at one time, but a better posi- 
tion offered where they have it located now. They 
get the free swing of the breezes in summer you 
see,’’ Phil went on to explain. 

*‘Huh! they need ’em!’’ grunted X-Ray, deris- 
ively, unable to free his mind of the one subject 
that had taken such a hold upon him; ‘‘and Phil, 
let me tell you this, if you really mean to do any- 
thing big for those people you’ve got to begin 
with a regular house cleaning. Nothing else would 
make that place healthy according to my way of 
thinking. ”’ 

‘*T mean to, Ethan, make up your mind to that, a 
he was told confidently. ‘‘Unless I miss my guess 
_ there’ll be decent cabins built to take the place of 
those hovels, and with some of the comforts con- 
nected with them in the bargain. I’ve had a les- 
gon since coming here and seeing these terrible 
things, that I’ll never forget.”’ 
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‘“Of course, though,’’ ventured Lub, reflectively, 
having recovered his breath by this time, ‘‘a whole 
lot depends on how this silly old strike winds up.”’ 

‘‘Certainly it does, Lub; if they flood the mine 
and destroy the works it means that six months or 
more will have to elapse, and a heap of good 
money be paid out before things are running 
smoothly again. In that case we might not be + 
able to afford to do what I’d like to start.’’ 

‘And if that ever does happen,’’ X-Ray prophe- 
sied, ‘‘there’ll be few of the miners around here 
that are on the strike now. You’ll have to clean 
them out and get a new deal, Phil.”’ 

‘*History repeats itself, you see,’’ continued the 
other. ‘‘I’ve been told that as long ago as a dozen 
years or more there was a strike here, and terrible 
doings. It ended in much destruction, and some 
loss of life in the bargain.”’ 

**And did the mine owners change their crew 
that time?’’ questioned X-Ray. 

“Every man-jack of them had to go. In fact,’ 
the mine was left idle for a year, so the miners 
drifted away. Then they found Major Stackpole 
and he took hold, building it up to what it is to-day, 
a big thing. And now I’m afraid conditions have 
changed so much that even the wideawake Major 
hasn’t kept up with the times. A new era has 
dawned for labor. They refuse to be driven like 
sheep, and the only safe way to handle big bodies 
of working men to-day, I believe, is to give them 
an interest in the profits of the concern, no matter 
what you are manufacturing or mining.”’ 


. 
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‘“They call that co-operation, don’t they, Phil?’’ 
asked Lub, apparently deeply interested in the 
dissension, for he had been hanging on every word 
spoken. 

Phil had opened his mouth to reply when with- 
out warning there came a sudden heavy grumble, 
and then a sharp report that made the boys jump. 

*“Thunder and lightning!’’ ejaculated X-Ray, 
for even as the crash broke upon their hearing 
they had caught a vivid flash. 

‘*Oh! what d’ye think of that?’’ cried Lub, as- 
tonished beyond measure; ‘‘while we’ve been sit- 
ting here like a lot of innocents a wicked storm has 
crept up on us unbeknown. I’m afraid we’re in 
for a ducking that’ll be worse than when I walked 
in my sleep into the river.’’ 

‘*Phil, what will we do?’’ asked Ethan as all of 
them craned their necks in the endeavor to see 
what the heavens foretold. 

The overhanging branches of the trees had ap- 
parently concealed the swiftly coming clouds up 
to then. All of the boys, who had considerable 
experience with summer thunder storms in the 
past, were amazed to realize that there had been 
no warning indication until that near-by crash 
made them jump. 

‘‘Such awful black clouds!’’ cried X-Ray. 

‘‘And swooping up like the mischief, too,’’ 
added Lub; ‘‘we certainly can’t go very far away 
without being caught.’’ 

Every fellow began to look eagerly about him 
in hopes of discovering some promising shelter 
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where they could at least keep dry. The storm 
was not likely to be of long duration, even if se- 
vere while it lasted; and a temporary shelter was 
all they asked. 

‘‘How about that big, bushy oak tree, Phil?’’ 
demanded Ethan, pointing as he spoke. 

Phil shot him a surprised look. If it had been 
Lub, now, who suggested such a thing, under the 
excitement of the moment, and the need of haste, 
he might not have thought it so strange; but Ethan 
was supposed to be something of a woodsman, and 
ought to know better. 

“‘No trees for ours in a thunder storm,’’ he 
snapped; ‘‘it’s a whole lot too dangerous. We 
can’t afford to take such big chances, even if we 
have to take a drenching. Come along this way 
and let’s see if we can find any sort of shelter 
among these piled-up rocks. There may be a fis- 
sure that we ean crawl into.’ 

Even Lub showed a surprising amount of ac- 
tivity as they started toward the spot indicated 
by their leader. The rocks looked as though they 
had been upheaved by some cataclysm of Nature 
centuries before; and as they approached them 
the boys thought it would be strange if they could 
not find some friendly shelf or possibly a cave in 
which they might huddle while the rain was pour- 
ing down as it threatened to do at any minute now. 

It would seem as though Phil could divine the 
best quarter in which to look for such shelter, for 
almost immediately after reaching the rocks he 
gave vent to a cry of triumph. 
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*“Here’s what we’re looking for, boys,’’ he 
ealled out; ‘‘and the quicker we get located the 
better, for I can hear the rain coming not far 
away.”’ 

“Why, it looks like a regular cave!’’ said the de- 
lighted Lub. 

**But notice that big rock hanging over the 
doorway, will you?’’ added X-Ray; ‘‘it must weigh 
tons and tons. I hope now it doesn’t take a notion 
to drop down while we’re inside.”’ 

At another time the boys might have hesitated 
about entering there and taking all sorts of 
chances, but with the thunder crashing frightfully, 
and the wind as well as the rain approaching with 
great violence, it was not strange that they forced 
themselves to accept shelter regardless of risks. 

Phil himself led the way into the hole, and Lub 
brought up the rear. 

‘*You don’t think it might be the den of any wild 
animal, do you, Phil?’’ asked the last mentioned, 
as he joined the others inside. 

“We can’t tell,’’ replied the leader; ‘‘and be- 
sides, don’t forget that we have two good guns 
along if it comes to that.’’ 

‘Listen to the rain, will you?’’ shrilled Ethan. 

‘Why, it must be a cloud-burst, that’s what!’’ 
said Lub. ‘‘Oh! I’m sorry for the poor people 
down in that camp. Will they be washed away 
do you think, Phil?”’ 

‘‘T guess nothing as bad as that is going to come 
on them,’’ he was told. ‘‘Part of what you hear 


is the wind.’’ 
60 
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“But it’s a high old storm, believe me,’’ re- 
marked X-Ray. 

‘And we’re lucky to be snug in this cave, for 
a fact,’’ Ethan added; ‘‘I’ve heard sailors say that 
any port was acceptable in a storm, and I can 
understand it now.’’ 

It was not easy for them to converse, owing 
to the almost continuous racket without. The 
lightning flashed, and whenever this occurred they 
could see around them as easily as though the cave 
had been illuminated with electricity, which it was 
in fact. Phil utilized these frequent opportunities 
to look about him in his usual careful way. 

Never had those boys heard more dread- 
ful thunder peals. It seemed as though the very 
rocks under their feet were shaken with the stun- 
ning reports, and several times Lub, a little more 
timid than his mates, gave cries of alarm, push- 
ing closer to Phil as though the contact gave him 
renewed courage. 

Naturally, all of them were feeling rather joy- 
ous over the fact that they had been enabled to 
escape a ducking so cleverly. If they entertained 
fears concerning a possible peril overhanging 
them, these were being dissipated by the fact that 
some time had passed and nothing out of the way 
had happened. 

Although some of them had designated their 
retreat as a cave, it was in reality a fissure that 
ran across the face of the rock. Just how far it 
continued none of them could, of course, even 
guess; nor were they at all interested in that par- 
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ticular just then. Later on, when circumstances 
compelled them to look at matters more carefully 
it might be different. 

‘Don’t you think the worst is over, boys?’’ Lub 
was asking, the wish being father to the thought. 

**Sure it is,’’ Ethan told him, himself impressed 
with the slackening of the noise from without; 
“*the thunder don’t smash so hard, and the wind 
as well as the rain is letting up. We e’n shake 
hands on it and believe we struck a good thing 
when we hit on this hole in the rocks.”’ 

His boast came too soon, for hardly had he 
ceased speaking than the most terrific peal of 
thunder that they had as yet heard caused them 
to seize hold of each other in a panic. Lub espe- 
cially seemed to be trembling from head to feet. 
 “*Tt’s burst at last!’’ he cried out, possibly 
meaning the earth; but no one took the trouble to 
laugh at his queer remark. 

“Something happened, Phil; something terrible 
for us, didn’t it?’’ called Ethan. 

“‘T’m afraid it did,’’ replied the other, as 
bravely as he could. 

‘‘Was it that rock fell?’’ quivered Lub. 

‘‘Wait and I’ll strike a match so we can see,”’ 
Phil told him. 

They almost held their breath in suspense while 
this was being done, fearing the worst, because 
everyone had felt a shock close at hand, and the 
fresh air seemed to have been suddenly shut off. 

Phil drew the match along the leg of his trou- 
sers. It flamed up and for the moment allowed 
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them to glance around. Only a brief look was 
necessary to show them that their worst fears 
were realized; for the great stone had fallen and 
the mouth of the fissure was as effectually sealed 
as though by human agency! 


CHAPTER XI 
A DESPERATE SITUATION 


Nosopy spoke for a short time after the match 
went out. To tell the truth they were all badly 
“‘rattled’’ as X-Ray called it, by the discovery that 
the great rock had been jarred loose, and in fall- 
ing had effectually closed the exit of the cave. 

Ethan was the first to recover his wits and 
speak. It was not that he possessed a stouter 
heart than Phil or X-Ray, but the desire to make 
light of an impending tragedy for the sake of 
buoying up the spirits of his chums caused him to 
say what he did. 

““Some joke on us, eh? Like jumping out of the 
frying-pan into the fire I’d call it. That last old 
crack managed to put the cork in the bottle, didn’t 
it, Phil?”’ 

‘‘Let’s take a closer look and see what we can 
do,’’ suggested X-Ray; while Lub could be heard 
muttering to himself, the burden of his complaint 
seeming to be: 

“*Tf this isn’t the hmit now! Trapped like rats, 
and mebbe in a wild beast’s den at that. This 
sure is the limit!’’ 


Pushing forward they used their eyes to ad- 
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vantage when Phil struck another of his precious 
matches. The result was not at all satisfying. 

“‘Seems like it dropped right into a socket that 
had been hewed out to hold the pesky old mountain 
of rock!’’ grumbled Ethan. 

Darkness came again, and all of them felt that 
the conditions were anything but cheering. Lub 
still clung close to Phil. He seemed to feel that 
as long as the other did not consider the case ut- 
terly hopeless there was something to look for- 
ward to. 

‘Wonder if we can move the thing any?’’ re- 
marked X-Ray, presently. 

‘We can give a good try, anyhow,’’ Ethan told 
him; ‘‘everybody push in and get a shoulder 
against the same. Phil, you give the word when 
we ought to shove.”’ 

They took their positions as well as could be 
done when it was almost impossible to see their 
surroundings. Each boy crouched in his favorite 
posture with the intention of doing his utmost 
when the signal came. 

‘All ready now,’’ called out Phil. 

**Ready!’’ came the reply from the other three. 

‘‘Then give a push—yo—heave—o! All to- 
gether now, another try, boys, and put every ounce 
of muscle in your work—here you go, all shove!’’ 

There was a straining and grunting, and then a 
slackening of the effort. 

‘*Did she move any?’? wheezed Lub, anxiously. 

“Huh! not so you could notice the same, I’m 
thinking,’’ replied X-Ray in a disgusted tone. 


PHIL BRADLEY’S WINNING WAY 121 


“*Is it worth while to try again, Phil?’’ contin- 
tied the fat chum. 

“*No use whatever,’’ he was told by the strike 
leader. 

“‘Then we’re sure enough prisoners, are we?”’ 
asked Lub, with a quiver in his voice that was cer- 
tainly excusable under the circumstances. 

“It looks that way just now,’’ Phil admitted, 
and then being desirous of cheering the other up 
if he could he continued: ‘‘but that doesn’t mean 
we’re going to give in without the biggest sort of 
a kick. There may be other ways of getting out 
of this crack in the rocks besides the hole we came 
in,’”’ 

**Oh! do you really think so?’’ exclaimed Lub, 
whose feelings were easily exalted or depressed 
according to conditions. 

‘*T happened to notice when the lightning blazed 
up,’’ Phil went on to say, ‘‘that the fissure seemed 
to go on for some distance, I couldn’t tell just how 
far. We might start in and explore it in hopes 
of finding a way out.”’ 

‘‘But where will we get a lantern from, I’d like 
to know?’’ demanded Ethan. ‘‘If you think to 
depend on all the matches we happen to have along 
with us, Phil, they’d mighty soon go back on us. 
Then we would be in a bad fix, left in the pitch 
dark, and away back in an old cave.”’ 

‘‘T feel sure I saw some bits of wood around 
here, that must have been blown in some time or 
other,’’ suggested X-Ray; ‘‘are you figuring on 
- making a torch, Phil?”? 
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‘‘We’ll try and gather all we can of the wood 
to start a fire,’’ he was told. ‘‘ After that we can 
select a torch if any of it burns worth while. The 
balance of the matches we’ll keep for emergen- 
cies.’ 

As usual his plan was as practical as anything 

could be. Indeed, it was probably the sole thing 
they could do under the peculiar conditions by 
which they were now confronted. 
_ Even Lub busied himself in trying to lay hold 
of such splinters and fragments of wood as he 
could find by using both hands and feet. When a 
certain amount had been collected, Phil set him- 
self to the task of starting a fire. All ofthe Moun- “ 
tain Boys prided themselves on their ability to ac- 
complish results along this line without wasting 
matches, and it was not long before his efforts 
were rewarded. 

The tiny blaze was coaxed and tempted until it 
had grown larger, and finally there was the fire 
without any doubt. 

Somehow it seemed alittle more cheerful in 
that rocky retreat once the flicker of flames dis- 
pelled the gloom. Even Lub forced himself to 
look hopeful, although if the truth were known his 
knees continued to vibrate in a singular way when- 
ever they happened to come in contact, for Lub 
had reecived a dreadful shock. 

‘“The next thing we have to do,’’ said Phil, ‘‘is 
to find more wood, and then pick out the best 
pieces to serve as torches. We'll be lucky if any 
of it answers our purpose, because few kinds of 
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wood burn properly when held up. But we’ll do 
our best, and leave the rest.’’ 

A careful search resulted in more material be- 
ing discovered. How it came to be in the fissure 
they could never understand, but there was a crack 
running overhead, and possibly it had fallen 
through that opening. Phil had noticed that same 
slit above, and perhaps cherished a faint hope that. 
further along it might widen enough to give them 
a chance to crawl out. 

‘‘Then we’re going to risk it, are we, fellows?”’ 
asked Lub, as he saw the final preparations under 
way. 

**Oh! you can stay here if you feel disposed that 
way, Lub,’’ remarked X-Ray; ‘‘but as a rule we 
Mountain Boys stick together through thick and 
thin.’’ 

‘‘ And we’re going to do the same this time, too, 
understand,’’ Lub told him loftily. ‘‘Share and 
share alike is our motto. I’ll try and keep with 
you, boys, no matter what we strike.”’ 

Although Lub managed to say all this as though 
fidelity were the one thing he had in mind, it 
might as well be confessed that not for worlds 
would he have allowed his chums to go off and 
leave him alone in that gloomy place. There were 
some things even worse than facing unknown per- 
ils in the company of his three comrades. 

Of course, Phil was having all sorts of trouble 
with his torch, just as he had anticipated. It flick- 
ered from time to time, and even threatened to 
give up the attempt to remain alive; but by care- 
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ful ‘‘nursing’’ the boy managed to ward off this 
catastrophe. 

Turning their backs on the blocked exit they 
started off. The way was rough, and all of them 
stumbled more or less, particularly clumsy Lub. 
Phil tried to hold his light so that it would be of 
“more or less assistance to the others, but in spite 
of all this they made slow progress. 

Still the crevice continued to open up before 
them, and this was something they could feel 
thankful for. Early in the movement Phil noticed 
much to his chagrin that the crack could no longer 
be seen in the rocky roof above his head. So one 
of his hopes met its fate; but since he had said 
nothing to the others on this score, they were not 
overwhelmed with disappointment. 

‘‘Now whatever are you sniffing like that for, 
X-Ray ?’’ asked Lub, suspiciously. 

“*Yes,’’ supplemented Ethan, who apparently 
had noticed this as well as the fat chum, ‘‘do you 
think you’re back there in that village again, 
where all the yellow curs prowl around? I wish 
you’d quit that, because it makes me nervous.’’ 

Phil, however, knew that the keen-scented 
X-Ray was not letting his thoughts travel back- 
ward when he acted so queerly, and that there 
was a reason for his ‘‘sniffing’’ as Lub termed 
oa 

“*You’re right, X-Ray, for I notice it, too,’’ he 
told the other. 

“‘Notice what, Phil?’’ begged Lub; ‘‘are we get- 
ting in near the center of the earth, and do you 
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smell sulphur burning. Whew! I hope not, that’s 
all.’’ 

**They mean a wild animal smell, don’t you un- 
derstand, Lub!’’ declared Ethan, by this time 
grasping the truth. 

That could hardly have soothed the anxious 
heart of Lub, though he did not give vent to any 
further expression of alarm just then, but started 
to ‘‘sniff’’? at a great rate, bent on ascertaining 
for himself. 

‘*Troubles keep on mounting higher and higher 
on us to-day,’’ complained X-Ray; ‘‘It wasn’t 
enough that we’d go and get shut tight in here, 
but now mebbe we have to face a savage panther 
or a bear or something like that.’’ 

‘*Then again,’’ he was told by Phil, always look- 
ing for the silver lining of the cloud, ‘‘it may be 
this animal business will turn out to be a good 
thing for us, and I’ll tell you why I say that. None 
of us noticed the first sign of anything down at 
the place where we came in, did we? That might 
mean the beast has another way of going and com- 
ing besides the hole we used.”’ 

-“Tt’s hope so,’’ muttered Lub, fervently, clutch- 
ing at the suggestion as a drowning man will at 
a floating straw. 

‘‘Hthan, keep close beside me as we go on,’’ said 
Phil; ‘‘I may want to hand you the light in a 
harry, Notice just how I manage it, for we don’t 
feel like being left in the dark all of a sudden, with 
some animal in front.’’ 

They did not slacken their pace in the pagliany 
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because of this new peril that had arisen. Still, 
it can be easily understood that every fellow kept 
a vigilant watch ahead; and anything resembling 
the glowing orbs of a wild beast would be the sig- 
nal for a near panic on the part of Lub. 

Lub hardly knew what to do just then. He was 
unarmed and helpless in so far as defending him- 
self went in case they were attacked. If he pushed 
up too close to the others it brought him directly 
in the danger zone; on the other hand, should he 
allow himself to lag far behind there was a possi- 
bility that he might be attacked from the rear, 
for that gloom seemed to conceal any amount of 
terrible things ready to spring upon the unwary 
invader. 

*‘T think I heard something then,’’ remarked 
X-Ray suddenly, causing Lub to hold his breath 
and listen with all his might. 

‘*Was it a growl?”’ asked Phil, himself not quite 
sure, for the sound had not been unlike the grum- 
ble of distant thunder, and perhaps they were 
near some other opening leading to the outside air. 

“‘T thought so, Phil,’’ replied the other, confi- 
dently; ‘‘but we’ll soon find that out as we keep 
pushing on.”’ ; 

**Oh! I wish I had a gun, too!’’ Lub was heard 
saying. 

**T’m just as well pleased that you haven’t,’’ 
X-Ray told him; ‘‘because I’d be afraid of hav- 
ing the top of my head blown off. Just you leave 
things to Phil and me; we’ll stand between you 
and danger, Lub.’’ 
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| It was hardly half a minute later when all of the 
boys caught the low menacing sound that gave 
them a thrill. 

*‘Something doing, for a fact!’’ admitted 
Kthan, trying to take the thing lightly, although 
no doubt he felt more or less nervous under the 
strain. 

**Keep on your guard!’’ he warned Phil, ‘‘and 
tell me if you glimpse anything like a pair of 
eyes!”’ 

Hardly had he spoken than X-Ray sounded the 
alarm. 

**T think I see the same, Phil,’’ he announced, 
hurriedly; ‘‘just look off to the left a little bit. 
Reckon the passage makes a slight bend there. 

_Don’t you get ’em, Phil?’’ 

**Yes, you’re right, X-Ray, that’s a pair of eyes 
all to the good.’’ 

‘<Shall we keep going on just the same?’’ de- 
manded the one who gripped the other gun, as he 
drew back the hammers with a double click that 
gave Lub a new thrill. 

‘*We must, because it would be silly to try and 
shoot at this distance. Here, Ethan, take the 
torch, and remember what I told you.”’ 

‘¢Whew!’’ muttered Lub, who evidently wished 
the whole affair were over with; but he at least 
made no attempt to dissuade the others, knowing 
they really had no choice in the matter. 

The snarling grew louder as they continued to 

move along. Apparently the animal whose den 
_ they had thus invaded, did not mean to ‘‘cut and 
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run’’ as Lub had been hoping might be the case. 
There must be a reason for this, and Phil as well 
as Ethan and X-Ray Tyson could give a pretty 
shrewd guess that somewhere near by there might 
be kittens, which would explain the defiance shown 
by the mother animal. 

‘‘Phil, what sort of a beast can it be?’’ asked 
Ethan, who was doing the best he could with that 
refractory torch, and several times came near al- 
lowing it to go out entirely, which would have been 
a sad misfortune, indeed. 

“‘T don’t know any sort that would act like 
that excepting a panther,’’ replied the other; at 
which Lub again gave vent to his feelings in a 
‘‘“Whee!’’ that seemed to mark the limit of his 
explosions. 

‘*Shall we fire together ?’’ continued X-Ray, try- 
ing to appear as calm and collected as though it 
were a rabbit which they were about to attempt to 
knock over instead of one of the most ferocious 
animals in the American forest. 

‘*Yes, when I give the word, and not before, re- 
member,’’ Phil told him. ‘‘We’ll go a little closer 
until we can begin to make out something of the 
beast’s body. It will be time enough then to get 
busy. Careful everybody. Keep well back, Lub, 
so you won’t bother us; and Ethan, whatever you 
do try to keep that thing burning.”’ 

“‘T e’n do it, all right, I guess,’’ the last men- 
tioned assured him, as he gently “‘fanned’’ the 
flame to cause it to pick up more headway. 

Perhaps only a dozen seconds passed before 
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Phil spoke again, but to some of the anxious hearts 
it must have seemed much longer than that. 

**We’ve gone far enough, X-Ray; ready now!’’ 
he warned his chum. 

Indeed, the snarling had become so vicious by 
this time that there was considerable danger lest 
the agitated and furious beast leap at them; so 
Phil was wise to call a halt. 

Each of them sank on one knee, and took steady 
aim, after which Phil calmly said: 

‘“One, two, three, fire!’’ 


CHAPTER XII 
BEFORE THE STOCKADE 


Lvs, crouching there behind the other three, al- 
most flattened himself out on his face when that 
crash came as both guns were discharged. The 
light flickered badly, but Ethan managed to keep 
it from going out entirely. 

Of course, both marksmen had held themselves 
in readiness to make use of their second barrel if 
the necessity arose for another discharge. It 
seemed, however, that there was going to be no . 
such requirement. 

‘Listen to the old thing kicking its last, will 
you?’’ gasped Ethan; ‘‘you never made a better 
shot in all your life, Phil, and you too, X-Ray. 
Here, what’s going to hinder our going up closer 
and making sure?”’ 

No one stopped Ethan, indeed, the others kept 
on ahead, prepared for anything that might come. 

‘‘T see it, fellows!’’ exclaimed Lub, from close — 
in the rear. 

“‘A panther, as sure as you live it is!?’ added 
Ethan, waving his torch ahead of him as he ad- 
vanced a foot at a time. 


“‘Nothing more to be feared from that beast, 
130 
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anyway,’ ventured X-Ray; ‘‘I guess we did get 
in bull’s-eye shots, Phil.’’ 

“*It was nothing to boast of,’’ replied the other; 
*“at such a short distance we couldn’t have missed; 
and those yellow, staring eyes made a splendid 
target.’’ 

They bent over the gray-coated beast, as large 
a panther as any of them had ever seen before. 

“*Where d’ye suppose the kits are?’’ asked Lub, 
presently, after he had even dared to stoop down 
and rub his hand along the sleek coat of the dead 
animal. 

**In some nook or other, most likely,’’ replied 
Phil; ‘‘but muck as I’d like to hunt for them we 
haven’t the time to waste now, with that sickly 
torch threatening to go back on us any minute.’’ 

‘*But I hope we can come back again some other 
time and save the kits,’’ argued tender-hearted 
Lub; ‘‘it’d be too bad if they starved to death.’’ 

‘*Chances are we’d have to knock the same on 
the head anyhow,’’ X-Ray affirmed, for he did not 
wholly share these notions of the stout chum, and 
to him all panthers, large and small, were only 
‘‘vermin.”’ 

“Come, let’s be moving along,’’ said the leader, 
who, however, had stopped long enough to throw 
out the empty shell, and place another in the left 
barrel of his Marlin gun. 

Accordingly, progress was at once resumed. 
While nothing definite had been discovered with 
regard to another exit, hope was paring fiercely 


within their breasts. 
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“Seems like I can smell fresher air,’’ said 
X-Ray, before a great while. 

Lub after that spent his entire time in sniffing 
the atmosphere vigorously in the endeavor to cor- 
roborate that cheering assertion. Indeed, he made 
so much fuss that X-Ray told him if he didn’t stop 
they would be unable to detect the presence of the 
mate to the dead panther, should they come upon 
him; and that contingency caused Lub to desist. 

There could be no doubt now but that they were 
really approaching some sort of opening. Every 
one was wishing deep down in his heart that it 
might prove to be of sufficient dimensions to. allow 
of their exit. Lub, on his part, was secretly wor- 
rying. He had cause to feel anxious, because be- 
ing so much wider than any of his chums there 
always arose the terrible fear that the exit might 
be of so small a nature as to debar his de- 
parture. 

He even tried to plan what he would have to do 
in such a contingency, and which of the two guns 
he should demand as a means of defense in case 
the others had to go away and leave him tempor- 
arily caged. 

But it turned out that all this worry was un- 
necessary. They came to the opening, and found 
it amply large to allow of even Lub’s passage. 
Great was his joy when he was assisted through 
the hole, and once more found himself in the open 
air. 

“Oh! it feels as if we’d been rooting around in 
that black place for ages!’’ he declared, as he 
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stretched himself with satisfied grunts and gurg- 
les. 

‘**Tt hasn’t been more than half an hour since 
we were only too glad of the chance to crawl in 
there out of the storm,’’ Phil informed him. 

‘‘Queer how time does drag sometimes,’’ Lub 
commented. 

‘“‘The storm’s gone by for one thing,” an- 
nounced Ethan, as they looked about them at the 
still dripping trees, and the little rivulets that ran 
down the side of the hill, to join the river below. 

‘“Now to get our bearings,’’ observed the pilot, 
‘and make a fresh start.’’ 

‘“‘We’er still heading for the mine works I 
reckon, eh, Phil?’’ queried Ethan. 

‘‘That’s where we hope to bring up at, if some- 
thing else doesn’t come along and knock our plans 
silly,’’ he was told. 

Fortunately, Phil had kept his head about him. 
They could not recognize anything familiar about 
their present surroundings, but he knew they had 
been heading in a certain quarter at the time they 
had to flee from the storm. It was an easy thing, 
therefore, for Phil to pick up his locations again. 

‘<There’ll be no trouble at all,’’ he told the oth- 
ers; ‘‘and our course lies this way. Are you com- 
ing, Lub?’’ 

<‘ Just gimme a minute, please,’’ the other called 
out, as he bent down and placed still another stone 
on the cairn he seemed to be making. 

‘‘Ts that a monument to mark your narrow es- 
cape, Lub?’’ asked Ethan. 
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‘‘No, it’s to show us where the hole in the 
ground lies, so when we come to get the poor little 
panther kits we’ll be able to find the place without 
much trouble,’? was what Lub replied; and even 
X-Ray failed to make any peevish comment, be- 
cause he had respect for the feelings of the tender- 
hearted chum. 

When Phil called to him again the builder al- 
lowed that he had made enough of a show to at- 
tract their attention as they searched for the exit 
of the cave. So he started after them, hurrying 
his steps lest they get too great a lead on him. 

‘“‘We must be getting pretty near the rear of 
the mine works by now, I should think,’’ X-Ray re- 
marked, when they had been making their way 
along slowly for almost fifteen minutes, dodging 
such spots where the trees dripped and promised 
to give them a shower bath should they venture 
under. 

‘*But even when we do get up there, do you think 
the guards’ll be kind enough to invite us inside?’’ 
asked Lub. ‘‘Seems to me things have got to such 
a bitter basis that they’ll take us for somebody in 
league with the strikers. Say now, they might be- 
lieve we meant to open the doors on the sly, just 
like the soldiers did that were hidden in that 
big wooden horse taken into the city during the 
siege of ancient Troy.’’ 

“We'll have to risk all that, Lub; and suppose 
you leave it to Phil here, who’s got his plans ar- 
ranged pat,’’ X-Ray shot at him over his shoulder. 

A few minutes later and X-Ray told them he 
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certainly saw what looked like the top of a big 
wooden barricade. Shortly afterwards they 
reached a spot which allowed them all to see what 
he had discovered with his sharp vision. 

‘“They call it the stockade,’’ explained Phil; ‘‘in 
reality, it’s a heavy and high plank fence that’s 
been built around the entrance to the mine, where 
some of the machinery is located. It’s been done 
only recently, I understand, and perhaps since this 
trouble began to show its head.’’ 

‘But what’s the object of it?’’ Lub wanted to 
know. 

‘“Tn the first place,’’ explained Phil, ‘‘it serves 
to protect the machinery of the mine, the pump- 
ing works that keep the water down, and all that. 
By defending this stockade, like backwoodsmen 
used to when the Indians attacked their block- 
houses, Major Stackpole and his few guards can 
hold out against ten times their number, because 
they have no cannon or quick-firing guns to fear.”’ 

“*Get that, do you, Lub?’’ demanded X-Ray, sa- 
tirically, for he was so quick to see through things 
himself that he had no patience with anyone who 
seemed obtuse, or slow to grasp the explanation 
when it was held up in view. 

‘“‘Sure I do,’’ replied the other, sweetly; ‘‘and 
to tell you the honest truth I’d a guessed it if I’d 
taken a little more time to think. But Phil, what 
if the men behind that old stockade should take a 
notion to open fire on our little party? I’m a poor 
hand to dodge bullets, you know, and I’m not 
ashamed to say it either.’’ 
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‘‘We'll have a flag of truce as we go up; the 
chances are they’Il hesitate to fire on a white flag. 
Even savages respect that sign, you know, Lub.’’ 

‘¢All right then, count me in with you, whatever 
you do,’’ the fat chum called back, as he set his 
teeth firmly, and tried to look as martial as pos- 
sible. 

‘After all, Phil, p’raps you won’t have to walk 
right up to the big gate of the stockade and knock, 
like a gas collector come to take the meter,’’ and 
X-Ray looked very important as he said this. 

‘“‘What have you discovered this time then?’’ 
demanded the other, knowing what this action on 
the part of the keen-eyed comrade must signify. 

‘“We’re being surrounded right now, I do be- 
lieve,’’ suggested X-Ray. 

‘Do you really mean it, or are you joking, 
X-Ray?’’ pleaded Lub, beginning to stare around 
him in the hope of locating some tangible evidence, 
which was almost hopeless in his ease, unless as 
Ethan used to say, the object were ‘‘as fone as 
a barn.’’ 

‘‘Well, I saw a head bob up over there on the 
right, and another on the left,’’ asserted the vigi- 
lant X-Ray; ‘‘and that looks like it. There’s yet 
another man creeping in on us from over yonder. 
Oh! they’ve got our number, all right, and we’d 
better be letting *em know we don’t mean to 
fight.”’ é 

Lub waited for no second invitation but elevated 
both hands as high as he could get them. 

‘““We surrender, so don’t fire!’’ he called out; 
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‘“‘why don’t the rest of you raise your hands the 
same way I’m doing? Want to make ’em give us 
a volley? It’s a poor policy to lock the door after 
the horse has been stolen. Get ’em up, fel- 
lows!’ 

In various ways all of them tried to prove that 
their intentions were far from hostile, even though 
two of their number did carry guns. Apparently, 
their actions must have been understood by the 
men who were crouching in the bushes, for they 
made signals to one another, and presently all of 
them arose at once, advancing in the direction of 
the boys, and holding guns in readiness for instant 
use. 

‘‘That settles it, and we’re prisoners of war!’’ 
’ ealled out the relieved Lub, as though he really 
welcomed such a condition, for Lub believed in the 
rule that of two evils it is always better to choose 
the lesser, and it was certainly much more com- 
fortable to be held captive than to be riddled with 
bullets. 

Phil was scanning the approaching men as 
though trying to decide whether anyone of their 
number might prove to be the redoubtable Major 
Stackpole, whose military method of running 
things at the mine seemed to be making much of 
the trouble. 

He decided against such a supposition, for none 
of them seemed to possess the strong personality 
which he understood marked the ex-soldier. He 
decided then that they must be a posse sent out for 
some purpose or other after the storm had passed 
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over, and that discovering himself and his chums 
by accident they were now bent on taking them in 
charge as suspicious persons. 

There were just four of the men, and that they 
had been miners before this stoppage of the works 
came about their appearance told Phil. He hoped 
they would be reasonable, and simply take himself 
and comrades into the presence of the one man he 
most wished to see, the manager of the Whirlwind 
Mine. 

Ordering the three others to remain at a little 
distance, one who seemed to be in charge of the 
detachment strode forward until he stood near the 
boys, whom he continued to survey curiously from 
head to feet. 

‘*Where in Sam Hill did yeou fellers come from 
I’d like tew know?’’ he demanded, and his man- 
ner of speech immediately stamped him a Yan- 
kee, even if his shrewd hatchet-like face had failed 
to disclose this fact before. 

‘*We don’t belong up here, but live a long dis- 
tance off,’’ Phil informed him. 

‘“Then what’d yeou come for, I’d like tew 
know?’’ continued the man, who carried a repeat- 
ing rifle, and looked as though he knew pretty well 
how to use it, too. 

‘“We are fond of camping and fishing, and our 
vacation has begun, so we made up our minds to 
spend a few weeks in the woods. We picked out 
this country because some of us wanted to visit 
it. Then when we got up here we found that there 
was all sorts of trouble brewing between the min- 
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ers and the company. Can you take us to Major 
Stackpole? We’d like to meet him.”’’ 

The man eyed Phil sharply. Apparently, he was 
suspicious of these strangers. How could he tell 
but what they had been sent forward by that clever 
leader of the organized union men to discover cer- 
tain things, or else spring a surprise upon the 
loyal defenders of the mine? 

“It seems like yeou happen tew know Major 
Stackpole then?’’ he remarked. 

‘‘None of us have ever met him, but we have 
heard lots about him,’’ said Phil, meeting the look 
of the other frankly. ‘‘I don’t mind telling you 
that we have a little hope of getting the manager 
to listen again to the complaints of the men. Ifa 
compromise could be reached it might save a heap 
of trouble, and keep the expenses down in the bar- 
gain.”’ 

**See here, have yeou been atalkin’ with them 
strikers, boy?’’ demanded the Bue frowning ; 
‘‘dew yeou own up that yeou an’ them are 
friends?”’ 

‘We never met one of them until we came here 
yesterday,’’ confessed Phil; ‘‘but after seeing how 
they are suffering, the women and children I mean, 
we wondered if we couldn’t in some way help to 
bring about an understanding between the two 
sides in this bitter fight, before it was too late.’’ 

At that the man laughed scornfully. 

‘‘Wall, I kinder guess that yeou’ve kim on a 
fool’s errand, son,’’ he told Phil, with almost 
brutal frankness. ‘‘The on’y argyment these fools 
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kin understand is in the way o’ hot lead. They 
been holdin’ up all work here this long time; but 
it ain’t goin’ tew last. Right now we got things 
amovin’ an’ they’ll wake up one o’ these fine morn- 
in’s tew see others in their places.”’ 

‘‘You’re perhaps expecting a posse to arrive at 
the works to-day?’’ suggested the boy, determined 
to tell what had happened. ‘‘ Well, they’re being 
held up miles away from here. That explosion 
you heard this morning was the road being blown 
up with dynamite, so that no vehicles can pass for 
days. The strikers have your men trapped among 
the rocks, and few of them can ever reach you.’’ 

He could see that the shrewd Yankee was 
greatly impressed by this startling information. - 

Apparently, up to that moment the facts had not 
even been suspected by the defenders of the stock- 
ade. 

‘*Heow do yeou know ’bout all this, tell me?”’ 
he demanded, sternly.. 

“We heard it when we were in the mining camp 
this morning,’’ answered Phil. ‘‘It struck us as 
so terrible that we determined to see Major Stack- 
pole, and try to bring about a truce until affairs 
could be straightened out. So far there has really 
been little blood shed, but if the miners are at- 
tacked, or there is an attempt made to eject them 
from the company’s cabins, I’m afraid it will mean 
war to the knife, and a terrible battle.’ 

To judge from the manner of the Yankee miner 
he did not have any fellow feeling for the strik- 
ers. Having shrewdly figured that it would pay 
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him best to stick to the company he was now heart 
and soul with the policy being pursued by the mil- 
itary manager. 

He looked scornfully at the boy. Even that win- 
ning smile of Phil’s did not seem to sway him in 
the least. 

“Tf that’s what yeou got in yeour head, son,”’ 
he sneered, ‘‘better change yeour mind before the 
major sees yeou. He runs this roost up here, and 
they ain’t no man as dares interfere. He offered 
the strikers fair terms, but they refused ’em. 
After that he ain’t got no use for the same. They 
kin pack up their belongin’s and clear out bag an’ 
baggage. We’ll import new labor tew run this 
mine. And we got our order tew shoot like a dog 
any striker found hangin’ around an’ acting sus- 
picious-like. Only for yeour looks we’d a potted 
the bunch.”’ 

“But that isn’t answering my question; will 
you take us to see Major Stackpole? I’ve got a 
message for him I’d like to deliver. Surely you 
couldn’t be afraid of four boys like us doing any- 
thing to weaken your lines?’’ 

Just as Phil intended, this little thrust caused 
the other to look annoyed, and at the same time he 
laughed jeeringly. 

“‘Tt’d be the worst trick yeou ever started tew 
try, younker, let me tell yeou,’’ he snarled, ‘‘if so 
be yeou spied on our defenses. I got a good notion 
tew take yeou up at that.’’ 

‘Thank you, we’ll be glad to go with you inside 
the works, and meet Major Stackpole,’’ Phil told 


142 PHIL BRADLEY’S WINNING WAY 


him, when the other shook his head in the nega- 
tive. 

‘‘Wait,’’ he said, harshly; ‘‘I’m tew old a bird 
tew be caught with chaff. If we agrees tew take 
the lot o’ yeou inside it’s on’y on one condition.” 

‘‘Well, name it,’’ Phil told him. 

‘“‘Yeou mout see more’n we wanted yeou tew,’’ 
the Yankee continued, ‘‘so we’ll have tew put the 
blinders on.’’ 

“‘Do you mean we must be blindfolded?’’ de- 
manded Phil. 

*‘ Jest what we does, son,’’ he was assured, and 
the other men nodded their heads and chuckled as 
though the idea appealed also to them. 

‘‘Very well, then,’’ continued Phil; ‘‘we’ll con- 
sent willing], and to make matters easier each of 
us has a big bandanna handkerchief which you can 
use. So go ahead!’’ 


CHAPTER XII 
PRISONERS OF WAR 


**HeRE’s my red bandanna, which I use a whole 
lot to flag trains with when there’s a pile of rocks 
dropped down on the track, and I want to play the 
hero act,’’ with which joking remark Ethan drew 
the article forth to offer it to the Yankee. 

**Ditto here,’’ echoed X-Ray Tyson, not to be 
outdone in boasting, ‘‘which I hope you’ll take 
good care of, because I find it useful to coax bulls 
to help me over the fence. It saves a heap of work 
that way.’’ : 
- But Lub had nothing to say. He, too, produced 

his cherished ‘‘wipe’’ and mutely held it out. His_ 
whole appearance was that of the lamb led to the 
slaughter; indeed, it was no laughing matter for 
- Lub. ; 

Phil could not help noticing his gravity, and the 
look of dread that had swept over the round face 
of the fat chum. He considered it his bounden 
duty to cheer the other up, and went about doing 
this in his customary brisk way. 

‘‘No occasion for worry, Lub,’’ he told him. 


<“‘This is the customary way of treating visitors 
143 
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when they are passing through some fort or other 
place where the defenders don’t want them to see. 
T reckon the Major has got some sort of defense 
arranged, and they hope to keep it a secret from 
the strikers. That’s all it amounts to in the end.”’ 

‘‘Yes,’? added than, also feeling for Lub, since 
he knew the other did not possess the. same bold 
nature as the other chums, ‘‘it’ll only be for a 
few minutes or so at the most. Then they’ll whip 
the bandages off, and you'll find yourself well in- 
side the works. Keep a stiff upper lip, old fel- 
low; it’s all right.’ 

‘Course I know that,’’ protested Lub, between 
his closed teeth, ‘‘and I’m silly to even think they 
mean to harm us; but I’ve just been reading a 
book where the hero was led out to execution by a 
file of soldiers, and—you see, they insisted on 
tying a bandage over his eyes. It sort of gives me 
the creeps, it seems so much like that thing.”’ 

“*Oh! well,’’ chuckled X-Ray, ‘‘I warrant you 
the chances are a hundred to one that hero wasn’t 
shot; they never are in the books. So you see it’s 
an easy guess nothing could happen to you. Say, 
please pull that bandanna a little mite tighter; I’m 
afraid I c’n see out of the left corner of my eye, 
and that’d be too bad after you going to all this 
trouble.’’ 

The honest X-Ray doubtless had his wish grat- 
ified, for in another moment he was heard protest- 
ing just as vigorously the other way, complaining 
that now it was so tight it hurt. All of which goes 
to show that while ‘“‘honesty is the best policy,” 
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there are times when it comes high to practise it. 

Perhaps the Yankee may not have been accus- 
tomed to tying bandages, for he made a rather 
bungling job of it; but the object of his scheme was 
accomplished, for none of the four boys could see 
the slightest thing as they were being led along. 

As there were just four of the guards each boy 
had a captor, who gripped his arm and assisted 
him. It was not at.all difficult for the more nim- 
ble boys, though being blindfolded always inter- 
fered with one’s equilibrium. To clumsy Lub, 
however, it was a serious business. He seemed 
to find every stone that lay in the path, and would 
stub his toe ever so many times. Indeed, only for 
the supporting grip of his attendant the fat boy 
must have measured his length on the ground on 
several occasions, 

Phil and X-Ray had been deprived of their guns, 
a fact that displeased the latter very much, though 
he only took it out in grumbling. 

‘“‘They’ll come back again, all right, never 
- fear,’’ Phil had assured him; ‘‘when we get a 
chance to talk with Major Stackpole we’ll be his 


4 guests, and no longer prisoners. You'll find they 


can’t do too much for us, X-Ray; and if you stop 
to think for a minute you’ll guess the reason 
why.”’ 

“‘Ginger! yes, I’d clean forgotten that!’’ ex- 
claimed the other, suddenly grinning with delight; 


but Lub apparently could see only the immediate 


dismal prospect for he gave no evidence of satis- 
- faction, only kept heaving ahead as though bent 
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on reaching his goal as soon as possible, so as to 
have the agony over with. 

They could tell when they were passing in at the 
big gate of the fortified stockade, for their captors 
were greeted by others, and had to explain just 
how they happened to come by the four boys. Un- 
doubtedly, their presence in this disturbed section 
of the mining country amazed every one of the 
men. Perhaps they, too, were inclined to fancy 
there was something suspicious about it all, to 
judge from a few side remarks Phil caught. 

It was deathly silent around them, where 
usually the din of working machinery must have 
been heard, as the engines kept the pumps going 
by means of which the water was taken from the 
lower leads of the mine. 

Lack of something or other was keeping the 
pumps idle. Phil wondered how long this had 
been going on, and if the mines were being flooded 
by degrees. It was certainly high time something 
were done to remedy this threatened disaster be- 
fore it became too late. 

More than ever he felt satisfied because he had 
come. If any regret had arisen concerning the 
wisdom of his course it was not effectually laid. 

Shortly after they had paused for a minute at 
the gates the boys realized that they were bein 
led into some sort of building. It was all Be 
mysterious and exciting, and both X-Ray and 
Ethan doubtless enjoyed it to the full, because 
their natures called for action, and then more ac- 
tion. 
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Low words were now exchanged between their 
guards. Then hands fumbled at the knots and the 
bandages dropped from their eyes. 

Singularly enough, every fellow, not even ex- 
cepting Lub, first of all made sure to secure his 
favorite bandanna. There were associations con- 
nected with those flaming and gay squares that 
bound them to the hearts of their owners in ties 
the boys did not want to have broken. 

They found themselves in a big room, but not 
alone. A number of women and children could 
be seen, all of whom had lapsed into utter silence 
as the prisoners were being led in. 

Phil guessed without the slightest difficulty that 
these must be the families of such of the miners 
as had remained loyal to the manager. Unable to 
stay in the settlement on account of conflicting 
aims, and probably constantly taunted by the 
women of the strikers because their men had not 
come out, they had removed to the stockade, be- 
ing given some sort of accommodations tempor- 
arily. 

Major Stackpole, with his military sense of pre- 
paredness, had no doubt looked far enough ahead 
to have all these things taken care of. And this 
large room was where they did their cooking, and 
stayed during the daytime, there being other 
places for sleeping quarters. 

Lub spied a bench close beside him, and the way 
he dropped upon it with a sigh of contentment 
made Ethan laugh. 

‘‘Well,’”’ the latter promptly said, just as Lub 

62 + hes 
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expected would be the case, ‘‘you see nothing hap- 
pened, and here we are right side up with care, 
little the worse for our queer experience.’’ 

‘*Yes,’’ added X-Ray, wickedly, ‘‘cheer up, Lub; 
the worst is yet to come.”’ 

However, having survived that awful period 
when his eyes were covered with the bandage, Lub 
even found himself able to force a smile. It could 
be seen that he took no stock in the dismal predic- 
tion made by X-Ray, but considered that the worst 
was undoubtedly over. 

‘Quite a lively scene, eh, Phil?’’ remarked 
Ethan, referring to the several groups scattered 
about the room, where there were mothers look- 
ing after their children, the latter beginning to 
chatter once more, as they found that the prison- 
ers were only harmless looking boys and not sav- 
age giants of strikers. 

“*It certainly is,’’ replied the other, evidently 
keenly interested in all he saw, as was only nat- 
ural, considering the great amount he had at stake 
in the running of the Whirlwind Mine. 

‘‘Must be these people belong vo the honest min- 
ers who are holding up the hands of the mana- 
ger?’’ suggested Ethan. 

‘“‘There’s no doubt about that,’’ acceded Phil; 
‘for you can see one of our guards over there 
chucking that little girl under the chin, as if she 
belonged to him.’’ 

“‘And there’s a woman cooking something over 
the fire that smells awful good,’? mentioned Lub, 
who had been using his senses to some Purpose. 
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Of course, Ethan and X-Ray became more or 
-ess interested when they heard that; for what- 
ever the woman was frying it sent off appetizing 
odors that appealed to hungry boys most persist- 
ently. 

*‘Don’t I hope they’ll invite their guests to 
share in that mess, though,’’ Lub was heard to 
mutter, as he smacked his lips in anticipation. 
**Seeing that we left our packs behind, Phil, and 
haven’t got a blessed thing to eat along with us, 
don’t you think they ought to do the Good Samar- 
itan act, and force us to join them when supper 
time comes along.’’ 

‘‘Somebody hold me!’’ exclaimed X-Ray, pre- 
tending to become suddenly weak; ‘‘the idea of 
Lub here being actually forced to do his share of 
eating staggers my imagination, and weakens my 
pins in the bargain. Asa rule we have to threaten 
to tie him to a tree to keep him from devouring 
everything in sight before the rest of us get a 
chance. aes of course, you only meant that for 
a joke, Lub. 

‘“‘To you suppose they’ve sent for the mana- 

ger?’’ asked Ethan. 
« “The Yankee went away as though he might 
mean to find someone,’’ explained the leader of 
the Mountain Boys; ‘‘but perhaps he’s down below 
overseeing some job at repairing the pipes for 
pumping the mine out. We’ll have to wait for 
him, and in the meantime settle ourselves as com- 
fortably as we can.’’ 

‘‘There’s room on this bench for two more,’’ 
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admitted Lub, moving over to the end, and in that 
way upsetting the bench as well as depositing his 
stout person upon the floor, much to the amuse- 
ment of the younger element present. 

There was no loud merriment, however, for the 
spirits of the children must have been cowed by all 
these strange events which were taking place 
around them. 

After the bench had been restored to its normal 
position Ethan and X-Ray found places on it, but 
it might be noticed that they forced the weighty | 
one to sit in the middle so as to equalize matters, 
and thus prevent further disasters. 

Phil did not bother with looking for a seat. 

‘‘T’m not tired at all,’’ he told Ethan when the 
other offered to give him his seat; ‘‘and while 
we’re waiting here for the Major to come I’d like 
to talk with some of the women, just to find out — 
how they view the strike. The men may stay loyal 
to the management but it’s their women folks who | 
know whether the wages bring in enough for food 
and clothing for the kids.’’ 

“‘T see you’re on the job every minute of the 
time, Phil,’? commented X-Ray, admiringly; but - 
he was well enough satisfied to sit there and let 
the other do all the talking. 

Phil soon found that the women were not averse 
to answering his civil questions. They might have ~ 
fought shy of any ordinary stranger, suspecting 
him of some sinister design, but Phil’s winning 
way set them at their ease. They could not bring 
themselves to believe that a boy with such a frank 
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face and sunny smile could be a spy sent to coax 
them to betray their husbands. 

So as the minutes passed, Phil began to pick up 
the information he sought. The more he con- 
versed with the women the better informed he 
became with existing conditions, and the firmer 
grew his conviction that a radical change was 
needed in the methods of working the mine if they 
wanted to avoid the pitfalls that seemed threat- 
ening the success of the great business ven- 
ture. 

The three on the bench were talking over mat- 
ters, too, but only as concerned their own indi- 
vidual safety. They seemed perfectly content to 
have Phil carry all the load on his shoulders, since 
he had not asked any assistance. 

Lub had recovered from his nervous fit and 
could even notice certain happenings around him. 
He was especially interested in one shy little girl 
and trying to induce her to approach him. 

“<The trouble is,’’ he told the other two, ‘‘I don’t 
happen to have a lolypop handy about me or she’d 
be glad to come. You know she looks like my lit- 
tle sister Lucy, and I’m hungry for a sight of her 
pretty face. Only this child is in rags, the more 
the pity.’’ 

Etban and X-Ray were beginning to feel im- 
patient. They wished the manager would hurry 
and come along so that they could learn the worst. 
As they talked together, they speculated as to 
whether Phil would be able to sway Major Stack- 
pole by the logic he meant to bring to bear. 
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‘‘ Anyhow,’’ declared Ethan as though his mind 
was made up on that score, ‘‘when he has to bring 
up his heavy guns, and tells the manager just who 
he is, I can see the most surprised man in seven 
counties. After he learns that his prisoner is 
really the boy who owns more than two-thirds of 
the whole outfit—well, Lub won’t have to complain 
long about being hungry, if the Major has any 
private stock of grub handy, that’s all.”’ 

Lub happened to hear that, and evidently it 
pleased him not a little, to judge from the happy 
smile that crept over his face. For the time be- 
ing he even ceased trying to attract the pretty lt- 
tle girl, and joined in the interesting conversation 
conducted by his chums—for any talk that con- 
cerned eating must of necessity be classed under 
that head, Lub thought. 

‘‘Do you really think so, Ethan?’’ he asked, 
eagerly; ‘‘then I hope the Major won’t delay his 
coming any more than he can help, because fs 

**Great Cesar! did you see that?’’ suddenly ex- 
claimed Ethan. 

**Tell us what it was,’’ demanded Lub, half 
starting from his seat in alar -, just as though 
he expected to learn that a quick-firing gun was 
being pointed through a window and covering his 
person. 

**A man looked in through that door!’’ declared 
Ethan. 

“You don’t say?’’ jeered X-Ray Tyson; ‘‘what 
was there so funny about that, tell me?”’ 

*‘But when he saw us he scowled like a pirate, 
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and bobbed his head out again in a big hurry,”’ 
continued the other. 

‘‘Blame Lub for that,’’ retorted X-Ray; ‘‘when 
he gets that forlorn hungry look on he gives any- 
body a pain.’’ 

‘‘But, listen,’? Ethan went on, hurriedly; “I 
saw his face, and who do you think it was but that 
one-eyed man we noticed in the camp of the strik- 
ers?”’ 


CHAPTER XIV 
WHEN SOMETHING HAPPENED 


Art hearing that X-Ray Tyson gave a loud laugh. 

‘SWhat did I tell you, Ethan, about that fel- 
low? Next time you’ll believe me when I size up 
a sneak of aspy. I just sensed something crooked 
about that chap, and you laughed at me. I reck- 
. oned he wasn’t in the camp of the strikers for any 
good, and this proves it.”’ 

‘“Whew! a spy!’’ exclaimed Lub; ‘‘and like as 
not gathering up all the news he could about what 
the strikers were doing under Burch. I’m sur- 
prised though that sharp-eyed leader didn’t get 
on to the game, and stop it.’ 

‘*Hiven the smartest e’n be tripped up some- 
times; I’ve been done that way myself,’’ admitted 
the modest X-Ray, with one of his chuckles. ‘‘But 
you said he looked kind of surprised, didn’t you, 
Ethan, when he saw us sitting here as neat as you 
please?’’ 

**He sure did, and mad as a wet hen in the bar- 
gain,’’ replied the other chum. ‘‘My stars! but 
he scowled at me. It nearly took my breath away; 
and then before I could break in on Lub’s talk he’d 
pulled his head back and was gone.’’ 

154 
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‘*What difference can it make for us, tell me?”’ 
‘asked Lub, trying to appear quite unconcerned, 
but failing to wholly master the quiver in his 
voice. 

“*Oh! well, of course he’ll hurry to get the ear 
of Major Stackpole before Phil here has a chance 
to say a word; and what with lies and all that he’ll 
get him to believe we’re hand in glove with that 
Burch. He’ll make out that Lub here is the worst 
of the lot, a regular sly schemer, ready to learn 
all their secrets, and then open the gates to a rush 
of the strikers.”’ 

‘*Oh! [hope it isn’t so bad as that, now, X-Ray; 
you’re just plaguing me, that’s what. But why 
don’t you beckon to Phil, and let him know about 
this new danger that’s hanging over our poor 
heads?’’ 

‘““That’s so, why don’t we, X-Ray?’’ Ethan 
wanted to know; and chancing to see Phil glance 
that way just then he gave him an imperative sum- 
mons that the other must know meant trouble. 

‘‘What’s gone wrong now?’’ asked the leader, 
as he joined them, at the same time shooting an in- 
quiring glance in the direction of Lub, as though 
naturally suspecting he must be concerned in 
it. 

Lub saw the look and swelled with righteous in- 
dignation. This was one time when his perpetual 
clumsiness had not brought a crisis about. 

“Tt isn’t me, Phil, I want you to know!’’ he 
hastened to say firmly. 

‘‘T’1] explain what happened,’’ remarked Ethan, 
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which he immediately proceeded to do, Phil lis- 
tening closely to the story. 

“¢ After all, I’m not surprised,’’ he told them. 

‘‘Then you sort of had your suspicions about 
that man yourself—is that about it, Phil?’’ de- 
manded X-Ray. 

‘‘T didn’t like his looks or his actions any too 
well,’’ confessed the leader; ‘‘after you called my 
attention to him. He seemed to be acting the part 
of a spy, and if we’d met Burch again I might 
have put him on his guard. So he’s up here is he, 
and looked black when he discovered us among 
those present?”’ 

‘‘Looked ugly, and then grinned as if he be- 
lieved he could fix us all right,’’ was the way 
Ethan concluded his description. 

“¢ And Phil, we think he’s gone right now to tell 
the manager we’re a pack of sneaks and spies, 
bent on knocking all his plans to flinders,’’ Lub 
observed, apparently desirous of letting Phil un- 
derstand he had some connection with the mat- 
ter. 

He was watching the other’s face as he said 
this. Greatly to his satisfaction, it did not betray 
any additional concern, which Lub took to be a 
good sign, for he gave a sigh of relief even herone 
Phil made any answer. 

**Let him carry his news to nendaieeieee and 
tell all he wants to,’’ said the confident leader; 
**he’ll only anticipate what I mean to explain my- 
self. I want the manager to know we’ve been 
among the strikers, and hearing their stories. 
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Major Stackpole has only one side of the strike 
held up to him, and there are always two. He 
must have his eyes opened, and if he proves to be 
ready to change his ways it may be he will con- 
tinue to be manager here. If not, a new man must 
succeed him.”’ 

**Bully for Burch!’’ muttered the exuberant 
X-Ray. 

**Careful how you mention that name here,’’ 
warned the more cautious Ethan; ‘‘unless I miss 
my guess it’s like showing a red flag to a mad bull 
to speak of him among the men who have refused 
to go out on strike.”’ 

‘*Yes,’’ Phil agreed, ‘‘there’s no use of making 
more trouble for ourselves before we’re done with 
the first batch.’’ 

‘‘Have you learned anything worth while?” 
questioned Lub. 

‘‘Tf you mean from my talking with the women 
here,’’ replied Phil, ‘‘I’ve picked up considerable 
information of value to one who wants to know 
both sides. Even here I can see that the wages 
the men have been getting hardly pay for carry- 
ing their families along. There’s something dif- 
ferent with our workings, and the men can’t seem 
to earn as much as they do in other mines, though 
-we pay the same scale.”’ 

‘<Tf that’s so, then the strikers were right when 
they asked for more money, I should think,’’ Lub 
gave as his opinion. 

‘¢Still the manager doesn’t show up,’’ remarked 
impatient X-Ray. 
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‘‘Could anything have happened to him?’’ asked 
Lub. 

‘‘Well, hardly that,’? Ethan told him. ‘*The 
strikers wouldn’t try to capture the boss, would 
they? Of course he could have taken a fall down 
in the mine, and broken his neck, mebbe; but that’s 
hardly probable. He’ll be along in due time; and 
then the-cireus will begin.”’ 

‘¢With our Phil in the ring, whip in hand, mak- 
ing things hum,’’ chuckled X-Ray. 

‘‘Don’t be too sure of that,’’ the other warned 
him; ‘‘we may get a surprise from headquarters 
yet that will stagger us. This obstinate manager 
may even refuse to believe I’m the real Phil Brad- 
ley, and proceed to hold us prisoners here while 
he imports a lot of fighting strike-breakers who’ll 
bring on a battle aA Burch’s men, and make all 
sorts of trouble.’ 

**Gee whiz!’’ exclaimed X-Ray, ‘‘now I never 
thought of that. Wouldn’t we be in a nice pickle 
though, not being able to communicate with the 
folks at home, and kept cooped up here as pris- 
oners of war. Like as not they’d half starve us 
in the bargain. Just fancy our being compelled to 
live on bread and water for a whole month.’’ 

“‘Oh! what do you keep on saying that for, 
X-Ray; you know you’re just trying to make me 
feel bad?’’ protested the indignant Lub, who had 
heard this starvation talk with a feeling of near 
terror clutching at his heart. 

“Well, I might as well employ my time talline 
with some of these women and children,’’ con- 
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fessed Phil. ‘‘I’ve found several of the older 
girls and boys to have certain ideas in the mat- 
ter, that helps to fill in the story. They want to 
appear loyal to Major Stackpole, but all the same 
I can see where the shoe pinches.’’ 

Accordingly, he once again walked over to a 
mother who had a baby in her arms, with whom he 
had been talking at the time he was called away. 

**T do wish something would happen,’’ sighed 
Lub. 

It was not difficult to tell the direction in which 
his thoughts were running when he made this re- 
mark, for the fire seemed to attract his atten- 
tion more than anything else in the big room. The 
woman was still engaged with that frying-pan 
in which something was cooking; and those tan- 
talizing odors continued to arise to make poor 
Lub nearly wild. 

. Do you notice that there isn’t a single man 
here now?’’ observed Ethan. 

‘<All the same they’re outside,’’ X-Ray assured 
him; ‘‘if you want to prove it just step over and 
try to pass that door.’’ 

‘Oh! I guess they wouldn’t fill me full of lead,”’ 
objected the other. 

‘‘But they’d push you back in a big hurry, all 
the same,’’ he was assured. ‘‘That Yankee didn’t 
take any too much stock in the yarn we put up; 
and if he’s heard what that spy had to say about 
us, the chances are he’d welcome an opening to 

- give you a few kicks.”’ 
“‘Don’t try it, Ethan,’’ begged peace-loving 
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Lub; ‘‘we’re all right as it is, so what’s the use 
making trouble?”’ 

‘‘I’m not hankering to be kicked, or cuffed 
either for that matter,’’ Ethan told him; ‘‘and 
this bench is comfortable enough for a fellow of 
my size, even if you do crowd some, Lub, which, 
of course, you can’t help, being built that way.’”’ 

‘‘Bxcuse me, Ethan, mebbe I can hunch along 
a little mite.”’ 

‘‘And shove me off my end, that means,’’ ob- 
jected X-Ray, hastily; ‘‘just stay-as you are, Lub; 
we can stand it for a while. I’ve got a hunch 
something is bound to happen soon to change 
things.”’ 

Of course, when he said that the boy could have 
had no suspicion concerning the nature of the 
change that was coming. He really expected the 
mine manager must presently make his appear- 
ance, and after that things would develop rap-— 
idly, so that even a fellow who loved action as 
much as himself must feel satisfied. 

Lub had fallen silent. His eyes still followed 
every movement of the woman at the open fire who, 
was stirring the contents of the frying-pan so vig- 
orously, while now and then she turned her head 
to answer some remark made by another inmate 
of the room. 

‘‘She’d better be careful,’? Ethan heard Lub 
say to himself; ‘‘that time she nearly upset the 
pan, and what a shame it’d be if all that fine stuff 
was wasted. I’ve got half a notion to step over, 
and ask her if she doesn’t want some experienced 
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cook to help her with getting the meal ready.’’ 

**You’d better just stay where you are,’’ Ethan 
advised him. ‘‘If you listen to her chatter you’ll 
find out she’s a Polock or a Slav, and that she 
wouldn’t understand a word you said.’’ 

‘*Yes,’’ added X-Ray, maliciously, ‘‘and it 
might be she’d even suspect you of evil designs, 
Lub, not knowing your guileless disposition as 
well as the rest of us do. She’s got some muscle, 
let me tell you, and could send you spinning iu 
a hurry if she thought you meant to crib the whole 
shooting match of grub.’’ 

While Lub only sniffed contemptuously, as 
though not believing half of what he heard, it 
might also be noticed that he did not offer to again 
get up, but remained glued to the bench. 

The others went on with their conversation, 
which was hardly worth repeating, since it con- 
cerned only matters that had already been 
threshed out in their previous talks. 

They were suddenly thrilled by a ery from Lub. 

‘‘Oh! I knew she’d do it!’’ the other called out 
as he tumbled to his feet. 

What he said was hardly grasped by Ethan and 
X-Ray, for at the same instant they heard the 
most terrible shrieks uttered in feminine voices. 
A brilliant flash also drew their attention toward 
the fire, and they realized what sort of a calamity 
had happened. 

A careless movement on the part of the woman 
had upest the frying-pan containing the savory 
mess that had so long been appealing to poor, hun- 
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gry Lub. Whatever it may have been it was cer- 
tainly inflammable, for it immediately took fire. 

Both lads felt a chill of horror as they saw that 
the wretched woman was frantically beating at 
the flames which were devouring her clothes. 
There was also extreme danger that the fire would 
communicate to the wooden floor, and in a brief 
period gain such headway that the entire build- 
ing within the stockade must be doomed. 

And since there was not a man in sight to raise 
a helping hand, the task of saving woman and 
building rested on the shoulders of the Mountain 
Boys. 


CHAPTER XV 
BEARDING THE LION IN HIS DEN 


Pui was the first one to make a move. As al- 
ways happened in case of an emergency, the active 
boy seemed to know intuitively just what should 
be done. 

Darting over to where he had noticed some sort 
of well-worn cotton rug covering a part of the 
floor, he snatched this up like a flash. Then 
straight toward the woman who was beating at 
the flames yet still standing erect, ran Phil. 

They saw him wrap that rug around her with 
frantic zeal, and then without the least hesitation 
he threw her flat on the floor, rolling her to and 
fro in the endeavor to put out whatever sparks of 
fire might remain. 

It was all done so quickly that the other women, 
and the frightened children as well, had not even 
found occasion to try to run from the room. Hud- 
dled together they watched the boys work, though 
sending up shrieks and cries. 

X-Ray and Ethan had not waited to see what 
success their leader was meeting with. They knew 


- Phil would carry out his end of the undertaking 
63 163 
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with his whole heart and soul; and there was work 
for them to do, as well. 

The fire had begun to creep this way and that, 
finding plenty of dry fuel to feed upon. If left to 
itself for a few minutes it would have gained such 
headway that all the efforts of the men when they 
came upon the spot could not have sufficed to 
smother its greedy tongues. - 

X-Ray and Ethan were famous fire-fighters. 
Many a time in the past had they been called upon 
to serve in some such capacity, so that ate knew 
the best way to go about it. 

“*Get water!’’ roared X-Ray, even as eG dashed 
forward. 

That was where the habit of observation which 
they had cultivated so assiduously in the past 
came into play. Both of them in glancing about 
the big room upon having their eyes unbandaged 
had noticed that there was a barrel in a corner 
which must contain water for drinking and cook- 
ing purposes. Several times they had watched 
children getting a drink by means of the gourd dip- 
per, or some woman filling a pan at which she was 
washing a few clothes, it might be. 

Accordingly, when the two boys started in to 
try and smother the spreading flames, the first 
thing they thought of was that water barrel. And 
it was straight toward that corner of the room they 
dashed headlong. 

X-Ray arriving first, snatched up an old bucket 
and dipped it into the barrel; this was no time for 
being particular, so that he did not bother ask- 
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ing what use that bucket might erdinarily be put 
to. It answered his purpose fully as well as if it 
had been one of those beautiful cedar, brass- 
hooped buckets which are used for drinking water 
only. 

Ethan having to shift for himself immediately 
pounced on a tin saucepan of generous propor- 
tions. This had a handle, and could be dipped into 
the barrel readily. 

Both boys started to fight the fire with its one 
great enemy, water. There was gallant Lub, not 
wanting to be entirely left in the lurch, and de- 
spairing of finding any receptacle for carrying 
water, dipping his hat in, and then hastening to 
throw the contents on the flames. 

Between them all they were rapidly acquiring 
what X-Ray called a ‘‘strangle-hold’’ on the am- 
bitious fire. It was at first held at bay, gaining 
not an inch; and then as the water continued to 
splash it began to give ground until before long 
the last spark seemed to flicker and die out. 

Well, the house was saved, and the damage done 
slight. Ethan and X-Ray, yes and Lub, too, had 
reason to be proud of their accomplishment. It 
remained to be seen how successful Phil’s artifice 
had proven. 

All this had taken seconds rather than minutes. 
to happen, so swiftly did one thing follow on the 
heels of another. The three boys were just stamp- 
ing the last few flickering sparks under their heels 
when the door was burst open and some men came 
streaming into the room. 
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Perhaps when all the clamor broke out they did 
not understand what it could mean, for at times 
the children in the stockade may have shown a 
boisterous disposition. But when at last they real- 
ized that something terrible was happening in- 
side the building they had come dashing in. 

What they saw must have amazed them. The 
Yankee was among the lot, and he stared as though 
he could hardly believe his eyes to see the three 
boys stamping out what must have been a threat- 
ening conflagration. 

Even then he could not grasp the truth, but 
seemed to suspect the prisoners of having at- 
tempted some desperate deed in hopes of escaping 
while the building was burning, and everybody ex- 
cited. 

He rushed over and seized Lub almost fiercely, 
though just why he should select that lamb-like in- 
dividual for his victim passes understanding. 

‘“*What do you mean here, acarryin’ on like 
this?’’ he eried, angrily; ‘‘tried to set the buildin’ 
afire, did yeou, and ahopin’ tew git away in the 
fuss?’ 

‘*Let me be, you blind man!’’ exclaimed the 
struggling Lub, indignant at such a reward after 
all his labor in behalf of saving the property of 
the company. 

Several of the women were already tugging at 
the Yankee, and chattering like a lot of magpies 
as they tried to explain that the boys were not at 
all to blame for what happened, and that they had 
acted like heroes instead of schemers. 
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By degrees the Yankee began to grasp the true 
facts. Then he understood what it was Phil had 
wrapped in that rug, which he still rolled back and 
forth as if bound to make sure that not a single 
live spark remained. 

One of the other men had missed a familiar face 
amidst the throng. Perhaps, too, he caught enough 
to tell him that it was his wife who lay rolled in 
that worn rug as though she were a mummy. 

He darted forward and kneeling beside Phil 
eagerly began to unwrap the covering which Phil 
had so wisely used in order to kill the hungry 
flames—the only safe means of fighting fire when 
it attacks a human being. 

The poor woman had lost much of her hair, her 
clothing had been partly devoured, and she was 
in great pain; but unless she had inhaled some of 
the fire there was a good chance for her life. 

She was assisted to her feet and surrounded im- 
mediately by the other women, all full of sympa- 
thy, and ready to do anything in their limited 
power for her. 

Phil had his hands slightly scorched, but he did 
not mind that, and considered he had come through 
the trying ordeal with more than his share of 
good luck. 

‘‘T kind of guess we made a whole lot of mess 
around there,’’ admitted Lub, puffing after his ex- 
ertions, but looking happy for all that, because 
he had not been left out of the fight to save the 
pbuilding, even if he did have to use his hat as a 
water container. 
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‘‘Never mind the consequences,’’ Phil told him, 
smilingly, ‘‘so long as you beat out the fire. A 
little scrubbing will make things right again; and 
if the building had gone up in smoke it must have 
been a serious loss.”’ 

“There goes that Yankee off,’? remarked 
X-Ray, ‘‘and ten to one he’s meaning to look for 
the manager himself. Things are happening too 
swift for him to grab hold of, and he wants the 
Major on deck.”’ 

“Tt won’t be long now, I reckon,’’ affirmed Phil; 
‘“‘but I certainly hope that poor woman will get 
over her burns all right. I did the best I could, 
only she kept jumping about up to the second I 
grabbed her, and that always helps a fire to get 
headway. If people only kept their wits about 
them, and in a case like this dropped flat and com- 
menced rolling, it would save many a life.’’ 

‘‘But it’s a fact,’? added Ethan, ‘‘that they 
don’t. Seized with a panic the second they realize 
they’re on fire, they start to run outdoors for help, 
when the wind and the draught combined make it 
burn three times as fierce until they’re like a 
human torch, and fatally injured.’’ 

““Of course I feel terrible about that poor 
woman,’’ said Lub, ‘‘and then too it makes me 
sad to think that now it’s all wasted.’’ 

““He means the stuff she was frying in that pan 
she upset,’’ explained Ethan, noticing the puzzled 
look that crossed Phil’s face. 

‘‘And we’ll always wonder, Lub,’’ X-Ray told 
him, ‘‘whether you felt the worst burning regret 
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over the injuries of the Pollock woman or the up- 
setting of that pan you’d been watching so long 
and so savagely.”’ 

**Oh! what’s the use trying to convince you of 
anything, when you always turn things around 
so?’’ declared the fat boy, shaking his head in 
disgust ; ‘‘but you know me better’n that, Phil, and 
wouldn’t believe I’d be capable of such inhuman 
conduct. I’m not built that way, am I?’’ 

**T should say not, Lub,’’ he was told by the 
other, ‘‘and X-Ray knows it just as well as I do. 
While I’m about it let me congratulate you on 
meeting an emergency as cleverly as you did. It 
would not be every fellow who when he couldn’t 
find a bucket or a pan to use would think of his 
hat. You certainly helped put out the fire, and 
no one can deny it.”’ 

‘‘T’m sure I don’t want to take any of Lub’s 
laurels away, for he certainly did fine,’’ asserted 
X-Ray, in one of his repentant moods, while the 
one upon whom these compliments were being so 
liberally showered blushed like a schoolgirl and 
looked very happy. 

‘‘Somebody’s coming!’’ announced X-Ray a 
few seconds later. 

Whether his quick trained hearing had told him 
so or he acquired the knowledge through seeing 
some movement on the part of those near the door, 
none of them thought to inquire. It turned out to 
be a true prophecy, for several persons pushed 

into the big room. 

‘The very first one they saw the boys realized 
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they were looking at Major Stackpole. He had an 
air such as a military man always carries with 
him into civil life after spending many years in 
the army. Anyone with half an eye could have 
told him among a hundred. 

Right at his heels came the Yankee, and no 
doubt he must have already put the manager wise 
to some of the startling things that had recently 
happened. Phil felt that the crisis was at hand, 
but not for a single second did he fear the result. 
He knew the weapons he carried, and besides, his 
first look at the stern manager rather prepos- 
sessed him in the other’s favor. 

**Tf only he can get to view things from another 
standpoint,’’ Phil was saying to himself under his 
breath, ‘‘perhaps after all he’d be a better man 
to run the mine than Burch. But the other ought 
to be his second in command because of the hold 
he’s got on the men. We’ll see how things come 
out.”’ 

The Major strode over to the crowd of women 
still surrounding the one who had been burned. 
The boys heard him ask questions, and his voice, 
while strong, did not seem to be altogether harsh. 
He seemed to have pity for the woman, for instead 
of blaming her for carelessness he advised that 
her burns be treated with a certain ointment that 
could be had near at hand in the shape of lard. 

Then he asked more questions and seemed to 
be concerned with what had been so energetically 
done in order to put the fire out and save the build- 
ing. Lub thrilled with pride to find the manager _ 
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actually looking for him—at least it seemed that 
in his sweeping glance Major Stackpole had picked 
him out above all others, though of course Lub 
would never consent to admit that he had done 
more than his share of the work. 

Just as Phil expected, the manager now strode 
toward them. He came straight upto Phil, pos- 
sibly something telling him that the other was the 
leader of the quartette of boys who had dropped 
so unexpectedly among them while affairs were _ 
in this riotous condition. 

**T want to say that you certainly did the right 
thing, young fellow, whoever you are. But for 
your level head that poor woman must have lost 
her life; and I’m also led to believe our building 
would have stood great chances of being burned 
down. You and your friends deserve our thanks. 
Will you shake hands with me?’’ 

“‘Gladly, Major Stackpole,’’ said Phil, comply- 
ing with the request; ‘‘and let me introduce my 
chums.”’ . 

Each of the boys accepted the offered hand of 
the manager when his name was mentioned. 
Strangely enough Major Stackpole did not think 
to remind Phil that he had neglected to state his 
own name. Perhaps he meant to speak of that 
later on. Things were happening so swiftly now 
that it was not strange he should forget a little 
matter like that. 

‘‘We are up here to enjoy a little outing,’’ the 
boy explained; ‘‘and if we’ve happened to be of 
any service to you and your company we are glad 
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to have it that way. We only wish we could go 
further, and do something to help settle this miser- 
able strike business that’s paralyzing your indus- 
tries here.’’ 

Major Stackpole looked sharply at the speaker, 
and then frowned. 

‘“‘T wish with all my heart you could, my boy,”’ 
he went on to say; ‘‘but nothing under Heaven 
will ever convince Burch and his crowd that 
they’re wrong. They’ve defied me, and swear the 
mine can never be worked without their permis- 
sion. I’ve been a soldier in my day, and I refuse 
to take dictation from those serving under me. 
So it’s going to be war to the knife between us.”’ 

‘“‘But Major Stackpole, have you ever stopped 
to think that they believe they’re right, just as 
you are ready to stake your faith in your own 
cause?’’ asked Phil, smiling into the stern face of 
the mine manager. 

Major Stackpole started to look angry, but 
somehow he could not find it in him to speak the 
bitter words that came to his lips; he swallowed 
hard, and again stared at that bright boyish face. 

‘*Well, I must say you show a whole lot of 
nerve, my boy, in talking that way to me,’’ he 
observed, with a grim smile, in which there was 
at least a germ of genuine admiration; ‘‘but on 
account of what you have just done here I’m in- 
clined to forget it, and make you an answer. I 
Suppose you’re telling me there must always be 
two sides to every dispute?’ 

““That’s what I meant to say, sir, although I 
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assure you [ had no intention of being bold,’’ Phil 
continued, eagerly; ‘‘but I’ve been asking many 
questions, both here and down in that wretched 
camp where the families of the strikers live, and, 
Major Stackpole, it strikes me that there must be 
certain conditions here that make the Whirlwind 
Mine different from any other in the country.’’ 

**We pay the same scale of prices the best of 
them do, boy; you know that, don’t you?’’ asked 
the manager, impressed in spite of himself by the 
earnestness shown by this young stranger. 

‘*Yes, that is certainly true,’’ replied Phil; ‘‘but 
on examination and comparison of yearly earn- 
ings you will find that there is a difference of 
nearly twenty-five per cent in wages against your 
mine. The men work just as hard and as many 
hours, but the results cheat them just that much.”’ 

‘‘T do not deny what you say, my lad,’’ said the 
other, with a shrug of his shoulders; ‘‘but what 
can be done in the matter that would be just to 
my employers as well as the men? That is a. 
problem I’ve found no solution for.’’ 

‘‘TIncrease the wages of the men in sufficient 
ratio,’’? said Phil, boldly; ‘‘until their earnings 
compare favorably with those at other mines more 
easily worked.’’ 

‘‘Kasily said, I grant you,’’ observed the man- 
ager, stiffly; ‘‘but unfortunately Llack the proper 
authority for taking such a radical step. Long 
ago I did propose something along similar lines, 
and was immediately told by the Directors, who 
acted for the owners, that they were working 
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Whirlwind Mine for all that could be gotten out 
of it, and not in the interest of philanthropy. I. 
had my lesson; after that I knew where I stood, so 
I have never since ventured to interfere with their 
plans. If these men refuse to accept our terms 
they are at liberty to leave, and we will secure 
others who can starve in their places if they 
ehoose.”’ 

‘‘You did make that offer, then, Major; and you 
would today be willing to favor the men, I under- 
stand you to say, if you had authority to do so 
from the owners of this mine—am I right there?”’ 
asked Phil, while his comrades clustered around 
and listened intently, not wanting to lose a single 
word that was spoken. 

‘‘Perhaps I shouldn’t have said it,’? remarked 
the ex-soldier; ‘‘for if carried to the strikers it 
might encourage them under the belief that se- 
cretly I favored their claims, which would not be 
the truth. But since I have admitted as much as 
I did I acknowledge that there have been times 
when I felt very sorry for families here, and where 
I could do so, unbeknown to them, have assisted 
such by every means in my power. It is a hard 
proposition, and of late I have been wondering 
whether I ought to hold out any longer; only a 
soldier never quits under fire.”’ 

Phil thought the moment had about come for 
him to astonish the worthy manager by a dis- 
closure of his identity. He had discovered that 
after all Major Stackpole did not seem to be the 
tyrant’he had been pictured; bound by iron rules 
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formulated by the company he could not do other 
than he had in the past. 

Just at that moment, however, something oc- 
curred that was calculated to add a spice of 
tragedy, perhaps of humor also, to the drama. 
Through the open door came a man whom the boys 
recognized as the one-eyed spy seen in the strik- 
ers’ camp. 

**T’ve been looking all over for you, Major 
Stackpole,’’ he immediately called out, ‘‘and it 
was to warn you against those same four boys. 
Don’t believe a word of what they are telling you, 
sir, because I happen to know they have been plot- 
ting with Burch, the leader of the strikers, and 
are here right now to find out all your secrets so 
as to betray you to your enemies!”’ 


CHAPTER: XVI 
CONCLUSION 


THERE was a sudden and tense silence followirg 
this startling announcement on the part of the spy 
whom the boys had seen among the striking 
miners. Every eye in that big room seemed riveted 
on Phil Bradley and his three chums. 

The manager in particular looked daggers at 
Phil. To his surprise he saw that while of course 
his guests seemed rather taken aback by the accu- 
sation, none of the four appeared alarmed. In- 
deed, already a grin was commencing to creep 
over the humorous face of X-Ray Tyler. 

‘*T knew it was bound to come!’’ he exclaimed, 
half in triumph, as though he atcually gloried in 
having his prediction fulfilled, and thought little 
of the peril hanging over their heads. 

“Yes, I own up, X-Ray,’’ remarked Ethan, him- 
self quite composed, for he had complete faith in 
Phil’s ability to lift them out of this hole when he 
chose to speak and explain; ‘‘he did turn out to be 
a spy after all, just as you said.”’ ; 

Hearing these words passing between the boys 
magnified the wonder of the manager. 

176 
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‘*Perhaps you can explain what all this means,”’ 
he said, coldly, to Phil. ‘‘You have heard what 
that man accuses you of—and of course you know 
how spies are treated in the army. What have 
you to say for yourself, young fellow?”’ 

*‘Only this, Major Stackpole,’’ replied Phil, 
while his comrades held their very breath in sus- 
pense, feeling that the critical moment was at 
hand; ‘‘I am bearing a letter of introduction to 
you which I shall have much pleasure in handing 
over. It is signed by the Directors of the Com- 
pany, and informs you that I represent their un- 
divided interests in this corporation. My name 
you forgot to ask, sir. Itis Philip Julian Prescott 
Bradley.”’ 

‘““Wow! that shot went home!’’ muttered the 
irrepressible X-Ray, as he saw the manager start, 
and then rub his forehead as he continued to stare 
straight at Phil. 

Of course he knew that name only too well, 
being aware of the fact that one Philip Bradley 
held a controlling interest in the rich mine, as well 
as that he was still a minor. He managed to col- 
lect his wits presently and find his voice, for 
having been a soldier most of his life, the Major 
was accustomed to wrestling with surprises and 
sudden attacks. : 

‘“Be so kind as to let me have that letter, if you 
please,’’ he said, calmly; ‘‘although I want to say 
now and here that I do not doubt your word in 

‘the least. Something seemed to tell me the mo- 
ment I looked in your face that you were no or- 
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dinary boy. I have heard things about Philip 
Bradley that I can easily believe. And, sir, let 
me assure you that with all my heart I shall wel- 
come your coming at this time, if you can help 
untangle the snarl the affairs of the company have 
fallen into.’’ 

‘‘And I want to say in the beginning, Major 
Stackpole,’’ remarked Phil, steadily, ‘‘from all I 
have seen in my investigation, I feel positive that 
it is not your fault this unfortunate condition of 
affairs has come about. I lay it to the fact that 
our Board of Directors has bound you hand and 
foot with red tape, and rules that are far behind 
the times. We are going to make a new start up 
here, and the men who work for the Whirlwind 
Mine Company will never again find a cause for a 
strike.”’ 

His words, plainly heard by every man and 
woman in that big room, created a sensation. 
Women hugged their children, and men shook 
hands with each other, though no one dared give 
utterance to the supreme joy that was in their 
hearts, in the shape of a shout. 

“*You make me very happy when you say that, 
young man,’’ the manager told him. ‘I was 
growing heartily sick of my job here, which had 
become very distasteful to me as an uphill propo- 
sition. The Board utterly refused to listen to any 
suggestions on my part. I would have resigned 
long ago only that my word was given, and I felt 
obliged to try and stick it out to the end of my 
contract.”’ 
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**Please glance over this letter before we go 
any deeper into the subject,’’ Phil told him, as he 
took something from an inner pocket and handed 
it over. 

When Phil came to look curiously around he 
found that he was the center of a host of admiring 
eyes. It affected him strangely to see that some 
of the women were quietly crying, but he knew 
that it was joy that caused this, not sorrow. They 
had suffered pangs in being separated from those 
they had considered their friends, for in the divis- 
ion of the camp it had even happened that brother 
was against brother and families divided. 

Now an era of peace loomed up ahead of them. 
With increased wages all desire to strike would 
be banished, and every man must throw the 
weight of his influence into making the Whirlwind 
Mine the most successful in the country. 

After looking over the contents of the letter that 
had been placed in his possession the manager 
insisted on shaking hands all around again. The 
strained, stern expression on his face had given 
way to one of complete satisfaction, and Phil knew 
he would have no occasion to make a change in the 
overseeing department. 

Still he was bent on making Burch take a posi- 
tion of authority on account of the strong hold the 
man had upon the confidence of the striking ele- 
ment, whom he seemed to sway at will. Unless 
this came about some of them would continue to 
distrust the manager, for they might suspect this 
new arrangement was only a temporary ruse de- 
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signed to throw them off their guard and defeat 
their plans for winning the strike. 

The four chums and Major Stackpole had many 
long talks together, during which Phil learned all 
about the working of the mine, why the labor of 
the men failed to compensate them as in other 
places, and also the remedy that would change this. 

Word was sent to the strikers’ camp, and trust- 
ing in the assurance of Major Stackpole, whom he 
had always known to be a man of honor, Burch 
eame to the stockade, unaccompanied, Phil was 
glad to see. 

Great was his surprise to discover his late guests 
apparently the best of friends with the man who 
held the destinies of the strikers in the hollow of 
his hand. But imagine the astonishment of Burch 
when he learned who the manly young chap he had 
fancied so much had turned out to be; for he too 
knew that one Philip Bradley owned the majority 
of shares in the company. 

He listened to what the manager had to say, his 
strong face working under his repressed emo- 
tions, for Burch realized that his wildest dream 
of success was about to be consummated, and the 
poor families he had left behind, hungry and for- 
Jorn in the wretched camp, were in a fair way of 
attaining their long cherished desires. 

Then, when Phil Bradley bluntly told him that 
the complete success of the regeneration of the 
‘Whirlwind Mine might depend upon his accepting 
the position of assistant manager at a good salary 
a year, and a contract for a long term, Burch was 
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so overcome that he had to gulp something down 
that threatened to choke him. 

There was no difficulty at all in arranging every-~ 
thing, though Burch would not give his consent to 
accepting a position until he had made sure that 
every man whom he named in person would be 
retained on the company’s list and at the increased 
wage. 

X-Ray and Ethan were fairly wild to go down 
to the strikers’ camp and witness the scenes of 
joy that must follow the wonderful announcement 
which Burch would have for his followers. Of 
eourse Major Stackpole made a member of the 
party, and when they all arrived in the camp the 
greatest excitement abounded. 

Waiting until the noisy dogs had been subdued 
and the erying children pacified, Burch made his 
astonishing announcement. It was greeted by 
frantic cheers, and such scenes as followed the 
boys had never looked upon before. Small won- 
der that Lub, who had joined lustily in the mad 
shouts that went up, was seen to turn aside and 
wipe the tears from his eyes. He was not the 
only one present who had cried from sheer joy 
over the new deal that had come to Whirlwind 
Mine. 

The Mountain Boys concluded to stay over a 
few days and see things started afresh. There 
was much to be done, for Phil had made up his: 
mind, backed by the Directors, that the workings 
should be made a model, and the settlement one 
that could be pointed to with pride. 
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New buildings for the miners would be erected 
in another favored spot which they selected, and 
comforts and conveniences hitherto undreamed of 
by those humble workers must be at their service. 

“The Whirlwind may not pay quite as big divi- 
dends for a year or two,’”’ laughed Phil, when even 
Major Stackpole hinted that these were astonish- 
ing changes which the company projected; ‘‘but 
I’m a firm believer in the principle that complete 
unity between owners and workers is the best asset 
any company can have.’’ 

‘‘Well,’’ replied the manager, gravely, ‘‘T sus- 
pect you are wiser than your years, Phil, and that 
you hit the nail on the head when you say strikes 
are the most expensive luxury that can be in- 
dulged in. Besides, even when won by the com- 
pany, there are always left the seeds of discontent 
that will break out sooner or later. Let us hope 
other companies will profit by our bitter experi- 
ence.’’ 

The Mountain Boys felt they had good reason 
to be satisfied with the result of their vacation 
trip to the mining region so far away from the 
home town of Brewster. They had passed through 
some thrilling experiences, had a glorious time, all 
things considered, and would return home with 
the thanks of those miners’ families ringing in 
their ears. 

Even Lub entirely forgot some of the unpleas- 
ant things he had met with, and was ready to vote 
the excursion the most successful of any trip the 
four chums had ever undertaken. 
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They still had abundant time to make new plans 
for the remainder of the summer closed school 
season, and it may be our pleasant duty at no far 
distant day to recount a fresh series of adventures 
coming their way. Until that time we must ring 
down the curtain and say good-bye. 


THE END 
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